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The Stationer to the Reader. 

0 fet forth a booke without an Epiftle, 
I 'Were like to the old Englifh prouerbs, A 
‘ blew coat without a badge , the Au- 
thor being dead ^ I thought good to take 
that piece of ~worke wpon mee : To com- 
mend it^ I "Will not for that which is good , 1 hop-e euery 
man 'will commend yoith out intreaty : and 1 am the boh 
der 3 becaufe the Authors name if fufficient to <-vent his 
wor^ke. Thus leaning euery one to the liberty of iudge- 
ment : 1 haue<venteredto print this Play 3 and leaue it 
to thegenerall cenfure. 

Yours, 

Thomas V ValJdey. 
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Enter and Roderigo, 

Roderigo, 

tVfli,neuer tcllnae,ltakc it much vnkindly 
\ That you Ugo, v/ho has had my purfe, 

• As ifthc firings were thine, ftiQuld’ft know of this. 

\ lag. S’bloodjbut you wiUnot heare me, 

Ifcuer I did dreamc offuch a mattcr,abhorre me. 
*Thou toldft me,thou didft hold him in thy hate. 

Defpife me if I doe not .• three great ones of the Citty 
In pcrfonallfuiie to make me his Leiutenant, 

Oftcapttohim,and by the faith of man, 

I know my price,I am worth no worfe a place. 

But he,as louing bis owne pride and purpofes, 

Euadcstlicm, with a bumbaft circumftance. 

Horribly ftuft with Epithitc 3 of warre ; 

And in conclufion, 

Non-fuits my mediators ;for ccrtes,faycs he, 

I haue already chofen my officer,and what was he ? 

Forfooth,a great Arithmetition, 

One Michael Crf/fw,aFlorentine, 

A fellow almoft dambd in a faire wife , 

That neuer fet a fquadron in the field. 

Nor the deuifion ofaBattell knowes, 

B More 






(_il 






1 TheTragedy ^Othello 

More then a Spinfter,vnIe(Te the booki/Ti Theoriquc, 
Wherein the toged Confuls canpropofe 
As mafterly as he : tneere prattle without pradife, 

Is allhisfouldier-fhippe : but he fir had thecJcftion, 

And I,of whom his eyes had feene the proofe. 

At Rhodes, zi C/^w,and on other grounds, 

Chriftian and Heathen, mufi be led, and calm’d. 

By Debitor and Creditor, this Counter-carter : 

He in good time,muft his Leiutenantbe, 

And IjGod blefle the marke,his W orlhips Ancient. 

Rod. By heauen I rat her would haue bin his hangman. 

la. But there's no remedy, 

Tis the curfe of feruice, 

Preferment goes by letter and aflfc<ftion. 

Not by the olde gradation, where each fecond 
Stood heire to thefirft ; 

Now fir be iudgeyourfelfe. 

Whether I, in any iurt tearme am artign’d 
to lone the Moore. 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 

da. O fir, content you, 

I follow him to feme my turne vpon him, 

We cannot be allmarters ,nor all mafters 
Cannot be truely followed, you (hall marke. 

Many a dutious and knee-crooking knaue. 

That doting on his ownc obfequious bondage, 

Weares out his time much like hismafters Affe, 
Fornoughe but prouender,and when hee’s old caflnierd, 
Whip meefuch honeft knaues ; 

Others there are, who trimd in formes. 

And vifTages of duty,keepe yet their hearts. 

Attending on themfelues, and throwing 
But (hewes of feruice on their Lords, 

Doe well thriue by ’em. 

And when they haue lin’d their coates, 

Doe themfelues homage, 

Thofe fellowcs haue fome foule, 
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the <S\foore ofV enice. 

And fuch a one doe I profefTe my fclfc,-.-for fir, 

It is as furc as you are . 

Were I the Moore, I would nothe lap . 

In following him, I follow but my felfe. 

Heauen is my iudge, not I, 

For loue and duty, but feeming lo, 

ForSmy outward aaion does demonftrate 

The natiue aft, and figure of my heart, 

In complement externc.tis not long alter, 

But I will weare my heart vpon my lleeue, 

For Doues to pecke at, 

I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thicklips owe, 
Ifhecancarry’etthus? 
la. Callvp her father, 

Rowfe him,makeafter him, poyfon his delight. 
Proclaimehim in the ftreete,incenfe her Kinfmen, 
And tho he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flyes : tho that his ioy be ioy, 

Y et throw fuch changes of vexation out. 

As i: may loofe fome colour. 

Rod Hcreis her fathers houfe. He call aloud. 
la. Doe with like timerous accent, and dire yell. 
As when by night and negligcnce,the fire 
Is fpied in populous Citties. 

Red. What ho, Brabantio ,Sc\gn\or Braia»t0,\\o, 
la. Awake,what ho,Brahantio, 
Theeues,theeucs,theeues; 

Looke to your houfe, you Daughter,and your bags, 
Theeues,theeues. 
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Brabant io at a windovo. 

Brah. ^Whatis the reafon of this terrible fummons ? 
What IS the matter there ? 

Rod, Seignior,is all yourfamily within? 
la. Are all doore lockts ? 

' B 2 
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Brab, Why, wherefore askeyou this ? 
lag. Zounds fir you are robd, for fhame put on your gown e, 
Your heart is burfl:,you haue loft halfeyourfoule ; 

Euen now, very now, an old blackeRam 
Is tupping your white Ewe; arife,arife, 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the Bell, 

Or elfe theDiuellwillmakeaGrandfire ofyou,arife I fay. 

Brab. What, haue you loft your wits ? 

Rod. Moft reuerend Seignior,doe you know my voycc ? 

Bra, Not I, what are you? 

Rod. yiyximit\%Roderigo. 

Bra. The worfe welcome, 

I haue charg'd thee, not to haunt about my dores , 

In honcft plainenefle, thou haft heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now in madnes, 

Being full of fupper,and diftempering draughts, 

Vpon malicious brauery,doft thou come 
Toftart my quiet? 

Rod. Sir, fir, fir. 

Bra. But thou muft needes be fure 
My fpirit and my place haue in them power, 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience good fir. 

Bra. What, tell'ft thou me of robbing ? this is Venice, 

My houfe is not a graunge. 

Rod. Moft graue 

In fimple and pure foule I come to you. 

, are one ofthofe, that will not feme God, if 

theUeuill bid you. Bccaufewecome to doe you feruicc,you thinke 
we are Ruffians, youle haue your daughter couered with a Barbary 
bork ; youle haue your Nephewes ney to youjyoule haue Courfers 
tor Coulens,and lennits tor lermans. 

Bra, What prophane wretch art thou ? 
lag. I am one fir, that come to tell you, your daughter, and the 
Moore, arenow making the Beaft with two backs. 

Bra. Thouart a villaine. 
irig. You are a Senator. 

Bra. 






the Moore of Venice. 

nr. This thou fiialt anfwer,! know thee Rederige. 

Rod. Sir, I will anfwer any thing: But I befeec y j 

If {he be in her chamber, or your houfe, 

Let loofe on me the luftice of the ffate. 

For this delufion. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, Ho; 

Giue me a taper, call vp all my people : 

This accident is not vnlike my dreame, 

Beleefe of it opprelTes me already : 

Light I fay, light. 

lag. Farewell, for I muflleaue you, 

Itfeemesnot meete, norwholcfometomypatCj 

To be produc’d, as iH ftay I (hall 

Againft the Moore, for I doe know the (fate, 

How euer this may gaulchim with fome checke, 
Cannot with fafety caff him, for hee’s imbark’d, 

With fuchloud rcafon,to the Cipres warres. 

Which euen now ftands in adf,that for their foules, 
Another ofhisfathome, they haue not 
Toleadetheirbufineffe,in which regard, 

Tho I doe hate him, as I doe hells paines, 

Yet for necelTity of prefent life , 
Imufffhewoutaflag,andfigne ofloue, 

Which is indeed but figne, that you fhall furely 
Finde him .- lead to the S agittar.the raifed fearch. 

And there will 1 be withhim. So farewell. 

Exit, 

Enter Barbantio in his night govfne.^andferuants 
with Torches. 

Bra. It is too true an euill,gone file is, 

And what’s to come, of my defpifed time. 

Is nought but bitterneffe now Roderigo, 

Where didft thou fee her j O vnhappy girle. 

With the Moore faiftthou? who would be a father 
How didft thou know iwas file ? O thou deceiueftme 
Paft thought ; what faid fhc to you? get more tapers, 
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Raife all my kind red, arc thcytnarried thinkeyou ? 

'B.od. Truelylthinkc they are. 

Bro.. O heauen,how got flie out?0 treafonof the bloodj 
Fathers from hence, trull not yoiir Daughters mindes ’ 

By what you Tee them afl^is there n ot charmes , ^ 

By which the property of youth and manhood 
Maybeabus'd? haueyou notread Roderigo, 

Of fome fuch thing. 

Rod. I ha ue fir. 

Bra. Call vp my brother : O that you had had her, 
Some one way, fome another; doe yon know 
where we may apprehend her, and the Moore ? 

Rod. I thinke I can difcouerhim.ifyou pleafe 
To get good guard, and goe along with me. 

Bra. Pray leademeon,at eucry houfelle call, 

1 may command at moll ; get weapons ho, 

And raife fome fpeciall Officers of night : 

On good RoderigOyWt deferue your paynes. Exeunt, 

Enter Othello, Tago,<j«<f attendants with Torches, 
la. Tho in the trade ofwarre,Ihaueflaine men, 

Y et doe I hold it very fluft of Confcicncc- 
To doe no contriu d murrher; I lacke iniquity 
Sometimes to doe me feruicc ; nine or ten times, 

I had thought to haue ierk’d him here, 

Vnderrhe ribbes. 

0th. Tis better as it is. 
lag. Nay,but he prated. 

And fpoke fuch fcuruy,and prouoking tearmes 
Againfl your Honor, that with the little godlineffe I haue, 
I did full hard forbeare him : but I pray fir. 

Are you faft married ? For be fure of this, 

That the Magnifico is muchbeloued, 

And hath in his effe6t,a voyce potential!,' 

As double as the D ukes,he will diuorce you, 

Or put vponyou what rellraint,and greeuance, 

That law with all his might to inforcc it on, 
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Week giuc him cable, 

0th. Lcthimdoehislpite, . . 

Mv feruiccs which I haue done the Seigmorie, 

Shall out tongue his complaints, tis yet to know. 

That boafting is an honour, 

I ffiallprovulgate,! fetchmy life and being. 

From men of royall height, and my demernts, 

May fpeakc vnbonnited to as proud a fortune 
As this that I haue reach’d ; for know/ ago, 

But that T loue the gentle Defdemona, 

I would not, my vnhoufed free condition. 

Put into circumfeription and confine 

For the feas worth, Caffio with lights. Officers, 

But looke what lights come yonder . and torches, 

la. Thefe are the raifed Father and his friends, 

You were beflgoe in; 

0th. Not I, I muA be found, 

My parts,my T itle,and my perfc£l foule, 

Shall manifeft me rightly : it is they. 
la. By /<w«J I thinke no. 

0th. Theferuants ofthe Duke, and my Leiutenant, 

The goodneffe of the night vponyour friends, 

What isthenewes. 

Caf . The Duke does greete you Generali, 

Andhe requires yourha(l,poft haft appearance, 

Euenontheinftant. 

0th. What’s thematter thinke you: 

Caf. Something from Cipres ,as 1 may diuinc. 

It is abufinefieof fomeheate, theGalleyes 
Haue fent a dozen frequent meflengers 
This very night, at one anothets heeles ; 

And many ofthe Confuls rais’d, and met 

Are at ffieDukes already; you haue bin hotly cald for. 

When being not at your lodging to be found, 

TheSenate fent aboue three feuerall quefts 
Tolearchyouout. ^ 

Otht Tis well I am found by you, 

B 4 He 




8 The Tragedy ^Othello 

He fpend a word here in the houfcjand goe with you. 

Caf. AuncienCjwhat makes he here ? 

la. Faith he to night,hath boorded a land C arrick .• 

If it proue la wfull prize, hee’s made foreuer. 

Caf. I doenot vnderftand. 
la, Hee’s married, 

Caf, To who? 

Brabantio,Roderigo,W others with lights 
and weapons. 

la. Marry to. — Come C aptaine, will you goe? 

0th. Ha, with who? 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to feeke for you. 
la. It is BrabantiOjGtntxzW be aduifde. 

He comes to bad intent. 

0th. Holla, ftand there. 

Rod. Seignior, it is the Moore. 

Cra. Downe with him theife. 

la. You ^«</fr«^o,Comefir,Iamforyou. 

0th. Keepe vp your bright iw©rds,for the dew will ruft cm. 
Good Seignior you (hall more command with yeares 
Then with your weapons. 

Bra. O thou fouletheefcjwherehaft thou (lowed my daughter? 
Dambdas thou art, thou haft inchanted her, 

For ile referre me to all thing of fcnfe, 

Whether a maide fo tender,rairc, and happy, 

So oppofitc to marriage, that (he fhund 
The wealthy curled darlings of ourNation, 

Would euer haue (to incurre a general mocke ) 

Runne from her gardage to the footy bofome 
Offuch a thing as thou ? to feare,not to delight, 

Such an abufer of the world, a praiftifer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant ? 

Lay hold vponhim,if he doe refill, 

Subdue him at his perill. 

0th. Holdyour hands : 

Both you of my inclining and the reft. 



(fie Moore of ernes.. 

Were it my Oil- '» 

Sri^p%te,. where willyou thatl £Oe, 

And anfwer this your charge ? 

Bra. Toprifontillfittime 
Of Law, and courfe of direct Seftion, 

Call thee to anfwer. 

0th. What ifl doe obey, . , ^ , 

How may the Duke be therewith fatished, 

Whofe Meffengers are heere about my iide, 

Vpon fome prefent bufmeffe of the Stale, 

Tobearemetohim. , _ . . 

Officer. Tis true mod worthy Seigmor, 

The Duke’s in Councell,and your noble fclfe, 
Irmfurcisfentfor. 

Bra. How ? the Duke in Counccll ? 

In this time of the night ? bring him away. 

Mine’s not an idle caufe, the Duke himfelfe. 

Or any of my Brothers of the State, 

Cannot but feele this wrong, as twere their owne. 

For if fuch a61ions,may haue palTage free, 

Bond(laucs,and Pagans, (hal our Statefmen be. Exeunt. 



Enter Duke and Senators, fet at a Tablewith lights 
and Attendants. 

Duke. There isno Compofition in thefe newes, 

That giues them credit, 

1 Serua. Indeede they aredifproportioned. 

My letters fay, a hundred and feuen Gallies. , 

Du. And mine a hundred and forty. 

2 Sena. And mine two hundred : 

But though they iumpe not on a iuft account, 

As in thefe cafes, where they aym’d reports, 

Tis oft with difference, yet doe they all confirme 
A Turkifh fleete,and bearing vp to Ciprejfe. 

Du. Nay, it ispolTible enough to iudgement: 

C 



I ooenot 10 lecure me to the error, 
But the mayne Articles I doe approue 
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In fearefull fenfe. Enter a Mejfenger, 

One within. What ho, what ho, what ho ? 

Sailor. A meffengcr from the Galley. 

Du, Now, the bufinelTe ? 

Sailor. The 7 «ri^/^preparatIonmakcs for 
So was I bid report here, to the ftate. 

Du. How fay you by this change? 

I Sena. Thiscannotbebynoaffayofreafon— 

Tis a Pageant, 

To keepe vs in falfe gaze : when we confider 
The importancy of(^pr<^to thtTurke: 

And let our felues againe,but vnderftand, 

That as it more concernes the Turks then Rhodes ^ 

So may he with more facile queftion beare it. 

Dn. And in all confidence, hee’s not for Rhodes. 
Officer. Here is more newes. Enter a 2. Meffenger. 

Mef The Ottamites, reuerend and gracious, 

Steering with due courfe, toward the Ifle of Rhodes, 

Haue there inioynted with an after fleete 
Of 3 o. faile,and now they doe reflerine 
Their backward courfe,bearing withfranke appearance 
Their purpofes towards Cypreffe-. Seignior Montano, 

Your trufty and moft valiant feruitor, 

With his free duty recommends you thus, 

And prayes you to bcleeue him. 

Du. Tis certaine then for Cypreffe, 

Marcus Luccicos is not here in Towne. 

I Sena, Hec’snowinT/ertf««. 

Du. Write from vs,wifh him poft,poft haft difpatch.' 

£»fcrBrabantio,OtheIlo,Roderigo,Iago,Caffio, 

Dt^AtmonZyand Officers. 

I Sena. Here coxx\ts BrabanttoznA the valiant 
Valiant Othello, yet muft ftraite imploy you, 
Againft the generall enemy Ottaman ; 

I did not fee you, welcome gentle Seignior, 

We lackeyour counfcll, and your helpc to ni®ht, 
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Bra. So didi yours, good your Grace pardon me, 

NeiSr my place, nor ought I heard of bufineffe 

Hath rais’d me from my bed, nor doth the generall 
?ake any hold ofme,for my particular gnefes. 

Is of fo floodgate and orebearmg nature. 

That it engluts and fwallowes other forrowes, 

Anditisftillitfelfe* 

Du. Why, what’s the matter ? 

Bra. My daughter,© my daughter. 

M Dead? 



Bra. I tome; 

She is abus'd, ftolne from me and corrupted. 

By fpels and medicines, bought of mountebancks, 
for nature fo prepofteroufly toerre, 

S aunce witchcraft could not. 

Du. Who ere he be, that in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus beguild your daught er of her felfe, 
Andyou ofher,the bloody bookeofLaw, 

You (hall your felfe,read in the bitter letter. 

After its owne fenfe, tho our proper fonne 
Stood in your adHon. 

Bra. Humbly I thanke your Grace; 

Here is the man,this Moore,whom now it feemes 
Your fpeciall mandate, for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

uiU. We are very forry for’t. 

Du, What in your owne part can you fay to this ? 

Bra, Nothing, but this is fo. 

Oth. Moft potent,graue,and reuerend Seigniors, 
My very noble and approoued good maifters ; 
Thatihauetane away this old mans daughter. 

It is moft true : true,lhaue married her. 

The very head and front of my offending. 

Hath this extent no more. Rude am I in my fpeech 
And little bleft with the fet phrafe of peace, ’ 

Forfince thefe armes of mine had feuenyeares pith. 
Till now fome nine Moones wafted, they haue vs’d 



n The Tragedy ^Othello 

Their deareft aftion in the tented field, 

And littlcof this great world cani fpeake. 

More then pcrtaines to feate of broyle, and baitaile, 
And therefore little fhall I gracemy caufe, 

In fpeaking for my felfejyet by your gracious patience, 
I will a round vnuarnifh’d tale deb'uer, 

Of my whole courfe of loue, what drugs, what charm es. 
What coniuration,and what mighty Magicke, 

(For fuch proceedings ami charg’d wit hall: ) 

I wonne his daughter. 

Bra. A maiden neuer bold of fpirit, 

So dill and quiet, that her motion 
Blufht ather felfe : and (he in fpite of nature, 
Ofyeares,ofCountrey,credit,euery thing, 

To fall in loue with what (he fear’d to looke on ? 

It is a iudgement maimd,and mod imperfedl. 

That will confede perfe61ion,fo would erre 
Againd all rules or Nature,and mud be driuen, 

T o finde out pradlifes of cunning hell , 

Why this (hould be, I therefore vouch againe, 

That with fonie mixtures powerfull ore the blood. 

Or with fome dram coniur’d to this effedl, 

H e wrou ght vp on her. 

D«. To youth this is no proofe. 

Without more certaine and more ouert ted, 

Thefe are thin habits,and poore likelihoods, 
Ofmoderne feemings,you preferre againd him. 

I Sena. But OrW/o fpeake. 

Did you by indiredl and forced courfes, 

Subdue and poifon this young maides affe«5lions ? 

O r came it by requeft,and fuch faire queftiorij 
As foule to foule affoordeth? 

0th, I doe befeechyou, 

Send for the Lady to the Sagittar, 

And let her fpeake of me before her father 3 
If you doe finde me foule in her report. 

Not oncly take away, but let your fentence 
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c .AH fall vpon my life . 

^ T)u Vet ch Defdemona hither. Exit tm or three. 

0th. Ancient condua them, you bed know the place : 

And till (he come, as faithfull as to heauen, 
r judly to your graue eares I’lc prefent, 

How I did thriuein this faire Ladyes loue. 

And (he in mine. 

])u. Say it Othello. 

0th. Her Father loued me,oft inulted me. 

Still quedioned me the dory of my life, 

From yeare toyeare,the battailes,feiges, fortunes 
That I hauc pad : 

I ran it through ,euen from iny boyifh dayes, 

Toth’ very moment that he bade me tell it ; 
wherein I fpake ofmoddifadrous chances, 

Of moouing accident of flood and field ; 

Ofheirc-breadth fcapes ilh imminent deadly breach ; 

Ofbeing taken by the infolent foe; 

And fold to flauery,and my redemption thence. 

And with it all my trauells Hidorie ; 

W herein of Antrees vad,and Deferts idle^ 

Rough quarries, rocks and hils,whofe heads touch heauen. 

It was my hent to fpeake, fuch was the procefTe ; 

And of the Cannihals, that each other eate; 

The Anthrofofhagie, and men whole heads 
Doe grow beneath their (boulders : this to heare. 

Would Defdemona ferioufly incline; 

But dill the houfe affaires would draw her thence, 

Andeuer as (he could with had difpatch, 

Shee’d come againe, and with a greedy eare 
Deuoure vp my difeourfe ; which I obferuing, 

Tooke once a plyant houre,and found good meanes • 

To draw from her a prayer of earned heart. 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 

Whereof by parcell (he had fomething heard, 
ut not intentiuely,! did confent. 

And often did beguile her of her tcares, 
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WhenI didfpcake of fome diftrefled ftroake 
That myyouthfutfcred : my ftory being done; 

She eaue me for my paines a world of fighes; 
Shefworelfaith twas ftrange,twas paffing ftrange ; 

Twas piuifulljtwas wondrous pittifull; 

Shewi{htftiehadnotheardit,yetlhewilht 

That Heauen had made her fuch a man : ftie thanked me, 
And bad me, if I had a friend that loued her, 

I (hould but teach him how to tell my ftory, 

And that would wooe her. V pon this heate I fpake .• 
Shelou’dmefor the dangers I had paft. 

And I lou d her that ftie did piny them. 

This onely is the witchcraft I haue vs d : 

Here comes the Lady, 

T wtneffeit. 



f^tfrDefdemona^lagOj^W^^^ 

Du. I thinke thistale would winmy daughter to,-- 
Good Brabantio,t^kt vp this mangled matter at the belt. 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfc, 

Then their b are hands . 

Bra. Iprayyouheareherfpeake. 

If fhc confeffc that ftie was halfc the wooer, 

Deftruflionlite on me,ifmy bad blame 

Lioht on the man. Come hither gentle miftrefle: 

Doe youperceiuein all this noble companyj 
Where moftyou owe obedience? 

Def. My noble father, 

1 doe percciue here a deuided duty : 

To you I am bound for life and education; 

My life and educatiotiboth doe learncme 
How to refpeflyou.you are Lord of all my duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter, But hcere s my husband 
And fo much duty as my mother fhewed 
T o you, preferring you before her fath«, 

So much I challenge, that I may profdic. 

Due to the Moore my Lord. 



Bra, 
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j,,. Godbu’y,Ihadone: 

PleafeityourGracCjonto theState affaires; 

I had rather to adopt a child then get it ; 

Comehither Moore: 

I here doegiue thee that, with all my heart 
iwouldkcepe from thee ; for your fake lewelJ, 
lam glad at foule. I haue no other child, 

For thy efcape would teach me tyranny, 

Xo hang clogs on em,I haue done my Lord. 

Du. Let me fpeake like your felfe,and lay a fentence 
Which as a greefe or ftep may helpethefe louers 

Into your fauour. 

When remedies are paft, the griefes are ended, 

By feeing the worft, which late on hopes depended. 

To mourne amifeheife that is paft and gone, 

Is the next way to drawmore'mifehiefe on ; 

What cannot be preferu’d when fortune takes, 

Patience her iniury a mockery makes. 

The rob’d thatfmiles,ftealcs fomething from the thiefe. 
He robs himfelfe, that fpends a booteleffe griefe. 

Bra. So let the ,of Cypres vs beguile. 

We lofe it not fo long as we can fmile ; 

He beares the fentence w'ell that nothing beares, 
Butthefree comfort, which from thence he heares : 



That to pay griefe, muft of poore patience borrow. 

Thefefentences to fugar,or to gall, 

Beingftrong on both Tides, are equiuocall: 

But words are words,I neueryetdid heare, 

That the bruis d heart was pierced through the eare : 

Befeechyou now,to the affaires of the ftate. 
n Fn‘ with moft mighty preparation makes for Cipres : 

t ^w,thefortitudeof theplace, is beft knownetoyou,andthowe 
sue t ere a fubftitute ofmoft allowed fufficiency,yet opinion, a (o- 
^raigne rniftreffe of effe61:s,throwes a more fafer voyce on youjyou 

tiino content to flubberthe glode of your newfor- 

s,with this more ftubborne and boifterous expedition. 

C 4 0th. 
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Oth. The tyrant cuftome moft great Senators, 

Hath made the flinty and fteele Coo ch of w atre, 

My thrice driuen bed of downe : I doe agnize 
A naturall and prompt alacrity, 

I finde inhardnefl"e,and would vndertake 
This prefent warres againft the Ottamites, 

Moft humbly therefo re, bending to your State, . 

1 craue fit difpofition for my wife, , 

Due reuerence of place and exhibition, 

Which fuch accomodation ? and before 
As leueh with her breeding. 

Du, lfyoupleafe,bee’tatherfathcrs. 

2m. Ilenothaueitfo. || 

Oth. Nor I. 

Defd. Nor I ,I would not there refide, 

To put my father in impatient thoughts, 

By being in his eye; moft gracious Duke, 

To my vnfolding lend a gracious eare, 

Andlet me finde a charter inyour voyce. 

And if my fimplenelTe. ' 

What would you — fpeake. 'i. 

Def. That I did louethe Moore, to liue with him, 

My doWne right violence, and fcorne ofFortunes, . 

May trumpet to the world .• my hearts fubdued, i 

F uen to the vtmoft pleafure of my Lord : t 

I faw Othelloes viffage in his minde, 

And to his Honors,and his valiant parts ^ 

Did I my foule and fortunes confecrate : j 

SothatdeereLordSjifIbeleftbehinde, ; 

A Motheofpeace,and he goe to the warre, j 

The rites for which Iloue him, are bereft me, 

And I a heauy interim (hall fupport, 

Byhisdeare abfence,letme goe with him. 

Oth. Your voyces Lords : befecch you let her will, 

Haue a free way, I therefore beg it not 
To pleafe the pallat of my appetite. 

Nor to comply with heate,thc young affefts r 

I 



The a%foore ^Venice. 



ou thinkc 

pX^iswith me; — io,when light-wingd toyes, 
Andfeather d Cupid foylcs with wanton dulnellc, 

Mv fpeculatiue and a<ftiue inftruments, 

That^ difports,corrupt and taint my bufmefle, 

J,et hufwiUcs make a skellet of my Hclmc, 

And all indigne and bafe aduerfities, 

Make ht ad againft my reputation. 

P«. Be it, as you (hall priuately determine, 

Either for ftay or going, the affaires cry haft. 

And fpeede muft aiifwer,you muft hence to night, 

Defd. To night my Lord ? 

Du. This night. 

Oth. With all my heart. 

Du. At ten i’ the morning here weelmeeteagaine. 
Op^e//o,leaue fome officer behind, 

And he fhallour Commiftion bring to you, 

With fuch things elfc of quality or refpecf, 

As doth concerne yoy. 

Oth. Pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, 

A man he is ofhoneftyand truft. 

To his conueyance I alTignc my wife, 

W ith what elfe needefull your good Grace fhall thinke, 
Tobefent after me. 

Du. Let it befo : 

Good night to euery onc,and noble Seignior, 

Ifvertue no delighted beauty lacke, 

Your fon in law is farre more faire then blacke. 

I Sena. Adue braueMoore,vfe well. 

her Moore,haue a quicke eye to fee. 

She has deceiu'd her father, may doe thee. Exeunt. 

* honeft Ta^e?, 

My Defaemona mud I leauc to thee, 
preethet let thy wife attend on her, 

D 



Inmy de«, and proper fatisfatflion, 

Rnt to be frccand bounteous of her mind, 

^ . . nmiir annA loulcs 
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And bring her after in the beft aduamage ; 

Come Defdemonafi haue but an hourc 
Of louc, of worldly matters^and direftion. 

To fpend with thee, we muft obey the time. 

Rod. / ago. Exit Moore and D efdcmona. 

lagi What faieft thou noble heart ? 

Rod- What will I doc thinkeft thou ? 
lag- Why goeto bed and fleepe. 

Rod. I will incontinently drowne my felfc. 
lag. W ell,if thou doeft, I fhall ncuer louc t bee after Ir^ 
Wny^thou filly GentlcmDn, 

Rod. Itisfilline{feto liue^when toliueisatorment, andthenwe 
haue aprefcription,todye when death is our Phyfition, 

lag. I ha look'd vpon the world for foure times feuenyeares, 
and fincc I could diftinguilh betweene a benefit,and an iniury^I nc- 
tier found a man that knew how to loue himfelfe : ere I would fay 
1 would drowne myfclfe, for the lone of a Ginny Hen, I would 
change my humanity with a Baboone. 

Rod- What fhouldido? Iconfeffe itismyvhameto be fo fond, 
but it is not in my vertue to amend it. 

lag. Vertue? afig, tis in our felues, thatwee arethns, orthus, 
our bodies are gardcns,to the which our wills are Gardiners, fo that 
if We will plantNtttleSjOr fow Lettice,fetIfop,and weed vp Time,* 
fupplyitwith one gender ofhearbes, or diftradl it with many; ei- 
ther to haue it fterrill with TdleneflTe^or manured with Tnduftry,why 
thcpowcr,andcorrigibIe Authority ofchisjlies in ourwills. If the 
ballance ofour Hues had not one fcale of reafon,to poife another of 
fenfuality; the blood and baftnefle ofour natures , would conduft 
vs to moft prepofterous conclufions. But wee haue reafon to coole 
our raging motions, our carnall flings, our vnbitted lufts ^ whereof 
I take this, that you call loue to be a re6f,or fyen. 

Rod. It cannot be, 

lag. it is meerly aluft of the blood jand apermiffion of the will: 
Come,beaman; drowne thy felfe?'drowne Cats and blindc Pup- 
pies .* I profeffe me thy friend, and I confefle me knit to thy defer- 
uing, with cables of perdurable toughneffe 5 1 could neuer better 
fteede thee then now. Put money in thy purfe^ follow thefe warres, 

defeate 
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. tethvfauour with an vfurp’d beard; I fay, put money in thy 

(t It cannot be, that Dejdemona fliould long continue her loue 
the Moore, - put money in thy purfe,- nor he to her; it was 
violent commencement , and thou Ibalt fee an anfwerable feque- 
Ltion ;put but money in thy purfe. —Thefe Moores are ch^nge- 
blc in their wills : — fill thy purfe with money. The food that to 
him now, is as lulhious as Locufts,lhall be to him Ihortly as acerbe 
astheCo’lloqm'^fi^^' When Ihee is fated with his body, (bee will 
findethe error of her choyce ; fhee muft haue change, fhee muft. 
Thereforeputmoney in thy purfe : if thou wilt ncedes 'damme 
thyftlfej doe it a more delicate way then drowning; make all 
the money thou canfi. lffan<ftimony, and a fraile vow, betwixt an 
erring Barba.rian,&nd a fuper fubtle Venetian, ht not too hard for my 
wits.and all the tribe of hell, thou fhalt enioy her ; therefore make 
money, — apoxadrowningjtiscleaneout of the way : feekethou 
rather to be bang’d in compafllng thy ioy,thento bee drowned, and 
coe without her. 

° Rod. Wilt thou be faft to my hopes? 

lag. Thouart fureof me — goe, make money — I haue told 
thee often, and I tell thee againe,and againe, I hate the Moore , my 
caufeis hatted, thine has no leffe reafon, let vis be communicatiue in 
ourteuenge againft him ; If thou canft cuckold him,thou doeft thy 
felfeapleafure,and me a fport. Thereare many euents inthewomb 
ofTime,which will be deliuered. T rauercc,go, prouide thy money, 
we will haue more of this to morrow, Adiue. 

Rod. Where fhall we meete i’th morning. 
lag. At my lodging. 

Rod. rie be with thee betimes. 

lag. Go to, farewell : — -doe you 'tit^xtRodirigo} 

Rod. what fay you ? 

lag. No more of drowning.doeyouheare? 

Rod. I am chang’d. Exit Roderigo. 

lag. Goe to, farewell, put money enough in your purfe: 

Thus doe I euer make my foole my purfe: 

For I mine owne gain’d knowledge ftiould prophanc, 

Ifl would time expend withfuch a fnipe, 

But for my fport andprofit : I hate the Moore, 

D 2 And 
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And it is thought abroadjthat t wixt my flieetes 
Ha's done my office; I know not, if *t betrue— • 

Yet I,formeere fuTpition in that kind, 

Will doe, as if for furety : he holds me well, 

The better fliall my purpofe worke on him. 

Cafsio s a proper mantlet me fee now. 

To get this place, and to make vp my will, 

A double knaucry — how, how, — let me fee, 

After fometime,to abufe Othelloes eare. 

That he is too familiar with his wife ; 

He has aperfon and a fmooth difpofe, 

To be fufpedledjfram'd to make women falfe : 

The Moore a free and opennature too, 

That thinkes men honeft,that but feemes to be fo : 

And will as tenderly be led bit’hnofe— - as AlTcsare : 

I ha*t,it is ingender’d : Hell and night 

Muft bring this monftrous birth to the worlds light. 

Exit. 

(iABus 1, 

Sema I. 

Enter \Aorn&n\o,Gouernor of Cypres, 
two other Gent lemen. 

Montanio. 

from the Cape can you difeerne at Sea ? 

1 Gent. Nothing at all,it is a high wrought flood, 
I cannot twixt the hauen and the maybe 
Defcry afaile. 

Mon, Me thinkes the wind does fpeake aloud at land, 

A fuller blaft ne’re fliooke ourBattlements: 

Ifit haruffiand fovpon thefea. 

What ribbes of Oake, when the huge mountaine mes It, 






The Moore of V enice. 

C n hold the monies, —What (ball we heare of this ? 

*2 Gent. AfegregationofthcTwr^y^Fleete: 

For doe but fland vpon the banning fliore. 

The chiding billow feemes to pelt the cloudes, 

Xhewinde (bak’d furge, with high and monftrous mayne, 

Seemes to caft waier,on the burning Beare, 

And quench the guards of th’euer fired pole, 

Ineuer did, like moleftation view, 

On the inchafed flood. 

Mon. If that the Turkifh Flecte 
Be not in(helter’d,andembayed,they are drown’d, 

It is impo(TibIe they beare it out. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

3 Gent, NewesLords,yourwarres are done: 

Thedefperate Temped hath fo bang’d the Turke, 

That their defignement halts : Another fhippe of V mice hath feene 
A grecuous wracke and fufferance 
On moft part of the Fleete. 

Mon. HoWjis this true? 

3 Gent. The (hippeis heere put in ; 

Michael Cajfio, 

Leiutenant to the warlike Moore Othello, 

Isconae afhore ; the Moore himfelfe at Sea, 

And is in full Commilfion here for Cypres, 

Men. I am glad on’t,tis a worthy Gouernour. 

3 Gent. But this fame Cafsio, tho he fpeake of comfort, 
Touching the Turkifh Ioffe, yet helookes fadly. 

And prayes the Moore be fafe,for they were parted, 

W ith foule and violen t T empeft. 

Mon. PrayHeauenhebe; 

For I haue feru’d him,and the man commands 
Likeafull Souldier: 

Lets to the feafide,ho. 

As well to fee the vefTell that’s come in, 
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As to throw out our eyes for braue Othello, 
et 3 Gent. Come, lets doe fo, iS 

For euery minute is expeflancy ’ 

Ofmore arriuance, £»rerCa(fio. 

Caf. Thankes to the valiant of this worthy Ifle, 

That fo approue the Moore, and let the heauens 
Giue him defence againft their Elements, 

For I haue loft him on a dangerous fea. 

Mon. Is he Well fhipt ? 

Caf. His B arke is ftoutly timberd,and his Pilate 
Of very expert and approu’d allowance, 

Therefore my hope’s not forfeited to death. 

Stand in bold cure. Enter a Meffenger. 

Mejf. A faile,a faile,a (aile, 

Caf. What noyfe? 

Mejf. The Towne is empty, on the brow o’th fea, 
otand ranches of people,and they cry a.fayle. 

Caf. My hopes doe fhape him for the guernement. 

a Gen. They doe difchargetheftiot ofcourtefie, 

Our friend at leaft. Afhet. 

Caf I pray you fir goe forth, 

And giue vs truth, who tis that is arriu d. 

^ Gent. Ifhall. Exit. 

Mon. But good Leiutenant, is your Generali wiu’d ? 

Caf. Moft fortunately, he hath atchieu’d a maide. 

That parragons defcription.and wild fame ; 

One that excellstheblafoningpens, 

And in the effentiall vefture of creation, 

Does beare all excellency : — now,whohasputin? 

Enter 2. Gentleman, 

2 Gent. Tis one ancient to the Generali, 

He has had moft fauourable and happy fpeede, 

Tempefts themfelucs,by feas,andhoulingwindcs, 

The guttered rocks,and congregated fands. 

Traitors enfcerped;to clog the guiltleffeKeele, 

As hauing fence of beauty, do omit_ 

Their common naturcs,letting goe fafely by 



The Moore ^Venice. 

The diuinc Defdemona. 

Mon. What isjhe ? _ . ^ . 

Car. She that I fpoke of,our great Captains Captainc 
Lcftinthe conduft of the bold 
VVhofe footing here anticipates our thoughts 
A fenniphts fpeede — great loue Othello guard, 

' And rwell his faile with thine owne powerfull breath, 
That he may blefte this Bay with his tall fhippe. 

And fwiftly come to Defdemona's armes. 

£wrerDefdemona,Iago,ETTiiUia,WRoderigo. 

Giue renewd fire, 

Toourextin6ied fpirits. 

And bring all Cyprejfe comfort, — O behold 
The riches of the fhip is come afhore. 

Ye men o( Cypres, let her haue your knees : 

Haile to thee Lady : and the grace of hcauen. 

Before, behinde thee, and on euery hand, 

Enwheele thee round. 

Defd. I thankeyou valiant Caffto : 

What^idings can you tell me of my Lord ? 

Caf He is not yet arriued, nor know I ought. 

But that hee’s well,and will be fhortly here. 

Defd. O but 1 feare ; — how loft you company ? 

\yoithin .1 A faile, a faile 

Caf. The great contention of the fea and skies 
Parted ourfcllowfhip *. but harke,A faile. 

2 Cent. They giue their greeting to the Cittadell, 
This likewife is a friend. 

Cayr So fpeakes this voyce,’ 

Good Ancient,you atewelcome,welcome Miftreffe, 

Let it not gall y our pat ienee, good I ago. 

That I extend my manners, tis my breeding. 

That giues me this bold fhew of courtefie. 

lag. For would fhe giue you fo much of her Ups, 

As of hertongue,ftie has beftowed on me, 

You d haue enough. 
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Def Alas ! (liec has no fpeech* 
lag. I know too much ; 

Ifinde it, I; for when I ha lift to fteepe, 

Mary, before your Ladiftiip I grant, 

She puts her tongue alittle in her heart, 

And chides with thinking. 

Em. Y ou ha little caufe to fay fo. 
lag. Come on,Comeon,you arePicftures out adores: 
Bells in your Parlors : Wildcats inyour Kitchins: 

Saints inyour iniuries : Diuells being offended : 

Players in your houfwifery ; and houfwiues in your beds. 
O fie vpon thee flanderer. 
lag. Nay , it is true, or clfe I am a Turkc^ 

You rife to play,and goe to bed to worke. 

Em. You (hall not write my praife. 
lag. NOjletmenot. 

Dcji. What wouldft thou write of me. 

If thou (houldft praife me ? 

lag. O gentle Lady, doe not put me to’t. 

For I am nothing, if not Criticall. 

Defd. Comeon,affay -- there’s one gone to the Harbor? 
lag. I Madam. 

Defd. I am not merry, but I doe beguile 
The thing I am, by Teeming otherwifc : 

Comcjhow wouldft thou praife me? 

lag. I am about it, but indeed my inuention 
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from freeze, 

It plucks out braine and all : but my Mufe labors. 

And thus fheisdcliuer’d: ^ 

If (he be faire and wife, faireneffe and wif, 

The one’s tor vfe,the other vfing it. 

Defd. Wcllpraifde: how if (he be blackc and witty? 
lag. If (he be blacke,and thereto haue a wit, 

Sheele finde a white, that fhallher blackneffehit. 

Defd. Worfeand worfe. 

Em. How if faire and foolifh ? 

lag. She neuer yet wasfoolifli, that wasfaire. 
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Poreuenher folly Iielpthfcr, toahaire. ^ 

Def- rhele arc old paradoxes,:© make fooles laugh i’tkc Alchoule, 
VVhac niiferablc pra ife baft thou for her. 

That’s fbiile and foohfti ? 

^ J/tf. There’s none (bfoule,!<nd foolifh thereunto, 

Btje ciocs foulc prankeSjVt hid) fake and wife ones doe. 

Ptfd. O hcauyignorance,thatprail'cstbeworftbeft but what 
praife coiildft thou beftow on a defcriung woman indeed ? one, 
that in ihc authority of her merrits , did iuftly put on the vouch of 
Ycry malice it fcife ? 

Ug. She that vvas!eucrfairc,andncucr proud. 

Had tongue at will,and yet was neucr lowd, 

Ncucr lackc goId,and yet went ncuer gay. 

Fled from her wifh,and yet faid,now I may r 
She chat being angrcd,her reuenge being nigh. 

Bad her wrong ftay,and her difploalurc flye ; 

She that in wifedome, neucr was fo frailc , 

Toebangethe Codfhead for theSaltnons tailc. 

She that could thinke,and nc'rc difclofe her mindcj, 

She was awight,ifeuerfnch wight were, 

De/". To doe what? 

hg. To fucklc fooles, and chronicle fmall Bcerc, 

Oef. O moft lame and impotent conclufion : 

Doenotlcamc of him EmllktyOno he be thy husband ; 

How fay you Cajpo^h he not a moft prophane andlibcrall 
Coiinfellour ? 

Caf, He fpeakes home Madam, you may rellilEhitn 
More in the Souldicr then in the Schollcr, 
fag. He takes her by t!ie palme j I well fcrfjwbifpcr t a$ little « 
webbeas this will enfiiare as great a Flee as Caffio, Ifmile vppn 
«r,doc; I will catch you in your ownc courtefies: you fay true, 
tis fo indeed. It fuch trkkes as theleftrip you out of your Leiiite- 
nantry^ithad becne better you had not rift your three fingers fo ofe, 
vv ich now againe,you arc moft apt to play the fir in : good , well 
I excellent courtcfic ; lisfoindeed; yet againe, your fingers at 
your lips ? Would they were Clifterpipcs for your fake. — The 
oore,l know his Trumpet^ Trttmpttt mihiiu 
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Er>terOCM\\Of4»A 

Caf. Tistruelyfoi 

Vef. Lets mcetc him,3ndrccciuc him. 

Caj. LoCjWhere he comes, 

0th. O my faire W arriour, 

Oef. My deare Othello, 

0th* It giues me wonder great as my content. 

To fecyou here before me : O my foulcs ioy. 

If after cuery tempeft, come fiich calmcncfle. 

May the winds b!ow,till they hauc wakened death, 

And let the labouring Barke clime hills offeas, 

OlymfHt high, and duck againe as low» 

As hell’s from Hcauen : If it were now to dye,. 

T’werc now to be mofl happy, for I fearc 
My foulc hath her content fo abfolute. 

That not another comfort,like to this 
Succeeds in vnknownc Fate,’ 

Dcf. The Heauens forbid. 

But that our loues and comforts ftiould increafe,.. 

Eucn as our dayes doe growe, 

Oth, Amen to thatfweete power, 

I cannot fpeake enough of this content. 

It flops me hcerCjit is too much ofioy : 

And this, and thi.s,thc greatefldifeord be,. they 

That ere our hearts fball make. 

O, you are well tun’d now, 

But Tie fet downe the pegs, that make this mufiqU^ 
Ashoncflaslam. 

Oth. Come, let vs to the Caftle : 

Newes friends,our warres arc done,the Tttrhs are drowndt 
How doe our old acquaintance of the Ifle ; 

Honny,you fhall be well defir’d iaC/j>ros ; 

I.haue found great loue amongft them : O my fwcete, . 

I prattleoutoffafliion,and I dote. 

To mine one comforts : I precthee good 
Goc to the Bay, and difimbarke my Coffers ; 

Bring thou the Maftcr.to the CUtadeU ; 
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Ue is a goo<J ope, and his wocthinpffe, 

, fj' . challenge much refpew : come Defdemo»4t 

bnee more well met at ^ 

/rff. Doc thou mectc me prelently at, the Habour: come hither, 
Tf'houbcettvaliant,as they fay,bafe men being in loue, haiicthen 
^ Mobility jo^heir natures, more then is natiuc to them — Utt me, 
V LgiHtenant to night watches on thciCourt of Guard.' fitft I will 
tell thee, this Vefdemotta is diredUy in loue with him. 

Rod, With him? why tis not poffiblc. 

Jm '. Lay thy finger thus, andletthyfoule bcinftrufted : markc 
me with what violence fhe firft lou d the Moore,buc for bragging, 
andtelling her fantaflicall lies; and will fbe loue himftill for pra- 
ting? let not the difereet hcavt thinkc fo. Her eye muft be fed, and 
wlnt delight (ball (be haue to look on the Diuell ? When the blood 
is made dull with the aft offport,therc fliould be againe to inflame 
it,and oiuc faciety a frcfti appetite. Loue lines in fauour, fytnpathy 
in yeares, manners and beauties;all which the Moore is deteftiue in.* 
now for want of thefe requir’d conueniences , herdclicatctender- 
neffe will finde it felfc abus’d,bcgim3c to hcaue the gorge, difrcllifk 
end abhorre the Moore,vcry nature will inftraft her to it, and com- 
pellher to fotnc fecond choyce .• now fir, this grant cd,as it is a mofl 
pregnant and vnfbrced pofition, who ftands fo eminently in the de- 
gree of this fortune, as Cafjio does ? a knauc very voluble, no fardcr 
confeionabWhen in putting on the mecreforme of ciui!! andhand- 
feeming,for the better compafTing of his fait anel bidden affefti- 
ons: A(iibtlefiipperyknauc,afinderoutofoceafions; thathasan 
eye, can ftampe and counterfeit the true aduahtagesneuer prcfenc 
themfoIucs.Befidcsjthc knauc is handfome,y ong, and hath all thofe 
Icqulfites in him that folly and green mindeslook.after; a peftilent 
Compleatc knauc, and the woman has found him already. # 

Rod. I cannot belecuc that in her, (bee’s full of mofl blcft con- 
lition. 

la£. Bleft figs end .'the wine (beedrinkesismadeof grapes: if 
(he had bcencbleft,(be would neuer haue lou’d the Moore. Didft 
tfou not fee her paddle with thcpalmc ofhis hand ? 

Rod. Yesjbut that was but courtcfic. ' 

Lechery,by this hand ; an Index and prologue tothchi- 

E z ftorj'. 
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ftory ofluft and fou]c thought* .* tkcy met (b ncere with their lipj^ 
that their breathes embrac’d together. When thefe mutualities' 
fo marfliall the way^hand at hand,comcs themainc cxcreife^thc in- 
corporate concluiion. But fir,be you rul'd by mcc, I bauc brought 
you from watch you to night, for your command Tlclay't 
vpon yoUiCafjta knoweis you not,ric not befarreffom you, do you 
findc fomc occafion to anger cither by fpaalcing too loud, or 
tainting his difcipIine,or from what other caufeyoupleafc ; which 
the time fliall more fauourably minifter. 

Rod. Well. 

lag. Sir he israfli, and very fuddain in cholcr,and haply with his 
Trunchen may ftrikeat you; prouoke him that he may,for eucnout 
ol thatjWill I caufc thefe of Cypw to mutiny , whole quallification 
fhall come into no true truft again t, but by the difplanting of Cafsin 
So (ball you hau: a fhorter iourney to your defircs by the mcancs I 
Ibai then haue to prefer them,& the impcdiment,moft profitably re- 
mou’d, without which there werenoexpeftation ofourprofperity. 

Rod. I will doc this, if I can bring it to any opportunity. 

Jag. I warrant thcc,mcete me by and by at the Cittadell;! raud 
fetch his neceflaries afliorc.-— Farewell. 

Rod, Adue. £,v/f. 

Jag. That Cafsio loucs hcr,l doc w'ell bclccuc it ; 

That file loucs him.tis apt and of great credit; 

The Moore howbc’r,that I indure him not. 

Is ofa conftant,noblc,louing nature; 

And I dare thtnke,bee'le prone to DejHemt»af 
A moft deere hiisbaisd : now I doe louc her too, 

Not out of abfolute luft,tho peraduenture. 

I (land accountant for as great a fin, 

J?iK partly lead to diet my rcucoge. 

For that 1 doe fufpedl the luftfuli Moore, 

Hath Icap’d into my feate,the thought whereof 
Doth like a poifonous minerall gnaw my inwards. 

And nothing can, nor fliall content my foule, 

Till I am euen with him,wife,for wife : 

Or failing fo,yet that I put the Moore, 

Atkart,i!Ko a leaioufie fo ftrong, 
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TKitlud'^emcnt cannot cure; which thin® to doc, 

Ks poore trafhof nr«/«,whom I crufti. 

Fo hbquickc hunting, fland the puttingon, 

Vic haue our Michael Cafsio on the hip, 

Abufe him to the Moore, in the ranke garbe, 

AFor I fcarc C4yJw.with my nightcap to) 

l^ake the Moore thankc me,louemc,and reward me. 

For making him egregioufly an Affe, 

And praaifiog vpon his peace and quiet, ^ 

Eiicn to madnefl'e ; tis here, but yet confus d, 

Knauerics plaine face is ncuer fcene,till vs’d. 

Exit. 

Enter a Gentleman reading a Proclamation. . 

It is Othello's pleafurejour noble and valiant Generall,that vpon 
cettainc tidings now arriued, importing the mcere perdition of the 
7 >i^Flcctc;thateucry man put himfclfe into triUinphtSomc to 
dance, feme make bonefircs ; each man to what fport and Re- 
uelshisroinde leadesliim; forbcfidcs thefe bcncficiall newes , it 
is the celebration of his Nuptialls .* So much was his pJeafurc 
fliould bee proclaimed. All Offices are open, and there is foil 
liberty, from thisprefent hourc of fine, till the bell hath told 
elcuen. Heauen blcffe the Iflc of C/pWjand out noble Generali 
Othello, 



Enter OthelIo,Ca(fio,4«d Dcfdemona. 

0th. Good Michael^ lookc you to the guard to night. 
Lets teach our fclucs the honourable ttoppe, 

'Not to out fport difcreiion. 

Ca^. Jago hath dirctfted what to doc : 
Butnotwitliftanding with mypcrfonalleyc 
Will I looke to it. 

Otb, /i*^ffismofthoneft, 

Michael good night,to morrow with your earlicfl:. 

Let me haue fpeech with you,comc my dearc louc, 
Thepurchafe made,the fruits arc to cufoe, 
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The profits yc* to come twixt me and you j 

Good night. Exit Othello WDcfdcBift«.' 

Enter li^o, *• 

Caf , Welcome Iage^\fic muft to the watch. 

Isg. Notthis hourc Leiutenant,tb not yet ten aclock : ourGe 
ncrall caft vs thus early for the loue of his Defdemena . ;who let v* 
not therefore blame, hec hath not yet made wanton the hfaht wi,h 
her ; and (he is fport for hue. ® > 

Caf. She is a moft exquifite Lady. 

Jag. And riewarrantherfullof game. 

Caf. Indeede (he is a mot^ fireih and delicate creature. -. 
lag. What an eye (he has ? 

Me tninkes it founds a parly of prouocation. 

Caf An inuiting eye,and yet me thinkes right moddeft. 
lag. Andwhenfhclpeakcsjtisanalarmctolouc. 

Caf It is indeede perfe(ftion. 

Jag, WclkhappinelTe to their fliectes — come LeiutenaRt I 
haue a Hope of Wine, and heere without are a brace of Qpw Gal- 
lants , that would faine haue a racafurc to the hcahh of the blacke 
Othello. 

Caf. Nottonight.good I haue very poore and vnhappy 
brainesfior drinking: I could well wilhcourtcfic woulddnuentfome 
other cuftome ofentcitainement. 

Jag. O they are our friends, — but one cup ; He drink for you. 
Caf I ba drunke but one cup to night,and that was craftily qua- 
iified to, and behold what innouation it makes here : I am vnfor- 
tunace in the infirmity, and dare nottaske my weakeneflTe with 
any more. 

/ ag. What man, tis a night of Rcucll$,the Gallants defirc it, 
Caf. Where are they? 

Jag. Here at thedore,! pray you call them in. 

CafVk do’t,but it diflikes me. Exd» 

Jag. If I can faften but one cup vpon him, 

With that which hcliath drunke to night already, 

Hec'Il be as full of quarrcll and offence. 

As r»y y oiing miftris dog •• — Now my ficke foolc Roderige, 
Whom loue has turn’d almoft the wrong fide outward. 

To 
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Potationspottledeepe,and hec s to watch 
Three lads o( noble fwellingfpitits. 

That hold their honour, in a wary diftance. 

The very Elements of this warlike Ifle, 

Hauc I to rdghrflu(trcd with flowing cups. 

And the watch too : now mongft this flocke of drunkards, 
TamtoputourC^/Jwin fomcaaion, . 

That may offend the Ifle; Enter Montanio,Caliio, 

Butherc they come ! and others. 

ifeenfeqoence doe but approoue my drcamc. 

My boate fatlcs frcely,both with winde and ttreame, 

Caf. Fore God they haue giuen me a roitfi: already. 

Jlden. G ood faith a little one, not paft a pint, 

Aslama fouldier. Jag. Some wine ho ; 

jdndlet me the Cannikin clwke^linke, 

Jnd let me the Cannikin clinke^clinke t 
yi Soulditrs a man, a Ifes hut a fpan, 
why then let a fouldier drinke, — Some wine boyes, 

Caf. Forepod an cxcellentlbng. 

lag. I Icarn’d it in , where indeed they arc moft potent 

in potting : your D<*»#,your Germaine your fwag-bellied Hol- 
lander, drinke ho, arc nothing to your Enghfh, 

Caft Isyour EngUfh man (6 expert in his drinking ? 
lag. Why he drinkes you with facilUty,your Dane dead drunke; 
hefweats not to ouerthrow your Almaine-, he gluts your HoUauder 
a voinir,ere the next pottle can be fild . 

€af To the health ofourGencrall. 

Mtn, I am for it Lciutenant,and 1 will doc you iuflice. 

Jag* Ofwee;e£»^/<iW, — King was a worthy pcere,. 

His breeches coft him hut a crovenej ' 

He held 'em fxpence M too deerOf 
With that he cold the Taylor lotono, 
Hervasawghtofhighreuowne, 

Andthou art hut of love degree, 

I. Tis pride that pult the Country downer 

Then take thine oted clok£ about thee. — Some wine ko, 
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Ca/I Fore God this is a morecxquifitc fong th«i the other 

/a^. Will you hcar’t agen? 

Ca/: No, for I hold him vnworthy of his place , that does thof 
things ; wclJ,God’s aboue all, and there bee louIcsT:hatnjuftk ' 
faued. 

/a£. ItistruegoodLeiutenant* 

Ca/: For mine own parr,no offence to the Gcncrall.nor anv m, 
of quality, I hope to be faued. ^ ” 

And fodoe I Lciutenant. 

Ca/. I,but by your Icauc, not before me; the Lciutenant is to be 
failed before the Ancient. Let’s ha no more of this, leus to ouraf. 
faires ; Godforgiiie vs our fins .* Gentlemen, let's looke to our bull, 
neffe; Doenottliinke Gentlemen I amdrunke.tkis is my Ancient' 
this is my right hand, and this is my left hand : I am not drunkc now 
I can ftand wcllcnough,aod fpeakc well enough, ’ 

Excellent well. 

Ca/ . V cry well then :you muff not thiuke,that I am drunke. Ea*. 

Mev. Totheplotformemaiflcrs, Comejlcisfctthcwatch. * 

/a£. You fee tiffs fellow th: t is gone before. 

He is a Sduldier fit to ftand by Ca/^, 

Andgiuedireibon: ancldoe but fee his vice, 

Tistohis vertuc,a iuft eepuinox. 

The oiTe as long as th’other : tis pitty of him, 

I feare tlie miff Othello put him in. 

On fome odde time of his infirmityj 
Will fhake this Ifland. 

Ji^on, But is he often thus. 

I Ag. Tis cuermore the Prologue to his ITcepc e 
Hce’le watch the borolodgc a double fer. 

If drinkc rocke not his cradle. 

Men. Twere well the Generali wete put in mindc of it, 

Perhaps he fees it nor,or his good nature, ' 

Praifes the vcrtucs that appeases in Ca/sio^ 

And lookc not on his eu't .'Is t is not this true ? 

lag. now Roderigo, £»/tfrRodcrigo. 

I pray you after the Lciu:enant,goc. Exit Rtd> 

Mm. And tis.grcat pitty that the noble Moore 

ftiould 
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' . j(j haxard fuch a placc.as his ownc fccond, 

Sub one ofan ingraft infirmity: 

r«rerc anhoocft aaion to fay fo to the Moore. 

I A! Nor this fairc Ifland: 

doe loue Cajio well,and would doe much, Utlgeyhelpey within- 
Xo cote him of this coill : but harke, what noyfe. 

EnUr Cti^\o^dming in Rodcrigo. 

Ca/. Zouns,yoiuogue,you rafcalL 
j^on. what’s the matter Lciutenant? 

Ca/. Akiauc,teachmccrayduty: butriebcatctheknaucint* 
a wicker bottle. 

Rod. Beatcme? 

Ca/ Doeft thou prate rogue? 

j^/on. Good Lciutenant; pray fir bold your hand. 

Ca/. Let me goe fir,or ilc knocke you ore ffic mazzard, 

Mon. Come, come, you are drunkc, 

Crf/; Drunke? th^/ght. 

lag. Away I fay.goc out and cry a muteny. A heSrungjt 

Nay good Lciutenant : godfwill Gentlemen, 

Heipe hr>, Lciutenant : Sir Monteutio/yc, 

Helpe maiftcrs,hcrc’s a goodly watch indeed. 

Who’s that that rings the bell ? Diablo — ho. 

The Towne will rife, godfwill Leiutenant,hold, 

Youvvillbefham’d foceuer. 



£«rCT’OtheIlo,<wd Gentlemen withweaponu 

0th, What is the matter here? 

Men. Zoun.s,I bleed ftill,I am hurt,to the death: 

0th. Holdjfor your Hues. 

lAg. Hold,hold Lciutenant, fir Montanio, Gentlemen, 

Haue youforgot all place offence,and duty : 

Holdjtbe Generali fpeakes to you; holdjhold, for flaame, 

0th. Why how now bo,. from whence arifes this ? 

Are we turn’d Tttrkes,mi to our felucs Joe that. 

Which Heauen has forbid the Onamites : 
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For Chriftian fhame,puc by this barbarous brawlc 5 
He that ftirrcs ncxt,to came forth his ownc rage. 

Holds his foule light, he dies vpon his motion ; 

Silence that dreadfull bell, it frights the Iflc 
From her propriety : vvhat*s the matter mafters ? 
Honeft /4^p^that lookes dead with griciiing, 
Speake^who began this,on thy louc I charge thee. 

lag. I doc not know/riends all but now,cuen now. 
In quarter, and in termcs,Ukc bride and groomc, 
Dcueftittg them to bcd,and then but now. 

As if fonae plannc t had vn witced men, 

Swords out,and tilting one at others breaft. 

In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeake 
Any bcgintiinr to cliis peeuifh odds; 

And would in a 6 lion glorious,! had loft 
Thcfclegges,that brought me to a part of it. 

Oth. How came it Michael were thus forgot ? 

Caf. I pray you pardon me,I cannot {pcakc. 

Oth» Worthy Mcntanh ^you were wont be ciuill, 
Tne grauity and ftilneflc of yourjyouth, 

Tlie world hath noted, and your name i$ great. 

In men of wifeft cenfure ; whafs the matter 
That you vnlacc your reputation thus. 

And (pend your rich opinion, for th« name 
Of a night brawler? giiic me anfwer to*c ? 

Mopi. Worthy OthelU^ am hurt to danger, 

Yoiir Officer lagc can informe you, 

While! fpare fpcech,\vhichfomeching now offends me 
Of all that I doc know,nor know I ought 
By me, that s fed or done amifle this night, 

V nlcfte fclfc-charity be foraetime a vice. 

And to defend ourfclucs it be a finnc. 

When violence affaylci vs. 

Oth. Now by heauen 
My blood begins my fafer guides to rule. 

And paffion bailing my belt indgement cocid, 

Aftayes to leadc the way, Zouns^ if I ftirre^ 
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Of doe. but lift this trmc,thfe beft of you 
Shall finke in my rebuke : giuc me to kno-.v 
How this foule rout began, who fet it on, 

/uid he that is approou’d in this offence, 

Xho he had twin’d with me,both at a birth. 

Shall loofc me jwhat,in a Towne of warre. 

Yet wild, the peoples hearts brim full offeare, 
Tonjsnnagc priuateand domcftickc quarrels, 

III night, and on the Court and guard of fafety ? 
Tismonftrous. 7,t^<»,wh© began ? 

Mou. Impartiality affin’d,or league in office. 

Thou doeff dcliuer,more or Icffc then truth, 

Thouartno fouldkr. 

lai. Touch me not fonecre, 

1 had rather ha this tongue out from my mc4ith. 

Then it fbould doe offence to Michael Ca^io .* 

Yet I perfwadc my felfc to fpeake the truth. 

Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is Generali : 
Mentaaie and my felfc being in fpe^. 

There comes a fellow, crying out fbrticlpe. 

And Cd/i/ff following him with dctermin’dfword. 
To execute vpon him : Sir this Gentleman 
Steps in to Caf{ie,znd intreates hi's paufe ; 

My felfc the crying fellow did purfue. 

Led by his clat«our,as it fo fell out,. 

The Tovrnc might fall in fright : he fwift of foote,, 
Out ran my putpofc ; and I rcturnd the rather. 

For that I heard the clinke and fall offwords ; 

And Cafiie high in oat ha, which till tonight, 

I, ne’rcraigbt feebefore ; when I came hacke. 

For this was briefe,! found them clofc together. 

At blow and thruft jcuen as agen they were. 

When you your felfc did part them. 

Moreofibis matter can 1 not report. 

But men arc mcn,thc beft fometimes forget ; 

Tho Cafsio did fomc little wrong to him, 

As men in ra gc ftrike ihofc tk at wilb ibcts beft. 




TheTragedj! ofO^dlo 



Yet furcly Cafsio^l belccuc rccciu’d 
From him that fled, feme ftrange indignity. 

Which patience could not pafle. 

0th. ] know lAgo, 

Thy honefty and louedoth mince this matter. 

Making it liglit to Cafsio: Cafsio,l lone thee. 

But nciicr more be Officer of mine. Enter Defdemona 

Lookeifiny Gentle loue be not raifdcvp: urith ethers 

Tie make thee an example. 

Defd. What is the matter > 

0th. All’s well now fweeting .* 

Come away to bed : fir, for your hurts. 

My fclfe will be your furgCon; leade him off ; 

7rf^#,looke with care about the Towne, 

And filcnce thofc,whom this vile brawle diflradied. 

Come J)efdemona:t\s the Souldiers life. 

To haue their balmy flumbers wak’d withftrife, 

Jag, W hat are you hurt Leiutenant ? 

Exit AJooreyDefdemonn^and attendants. 

Cap, l,paftallfurgery. 

lag. Mary God forbid, 

Caf. Reputation,reputation,I ha loft my reputation : 

1 ha loft the immortall part fir of my fclfe. 

And what remaines is bcaftiall,my reputation, 
my reputation. 

Jag, As I am an honeftraan , I thought you had rcceiu’d foms 
bodily wound, there is more offence in that,then in Reputation : re- 
putation is an idle and moft falfc impofition, ofc got without metir, 
and loft without deferuingi You haue loft no reputation at all, vii- 
Icffe you repute your fclfe fuch a lofcr ; what man , there are wayes 
to recouer the Generali agen : you are but now call in his moode, i 
punifhmcntmoreinpoilicy, then in malice, euen fo, as one would 
beate his offencelcflcaog , to affright an imperious Lyon.* fuew 
him againe,and hccs yours. 

Caf. Ivvtllrathcrfuctobcdcfpis’d, then to decciue fogoodi 
Commander, with fo light, fo drunken, and indifcrcetc an Officer: 
O thou imiifiblc Ipiric of wine, if thou haft no name to bee knoWflc 
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'^\vhat^wa^be,th*at you followed with your fword ? 

VVh«Uhedonctoyou? 

c2’ Ircmrnfficra maffeof things, but nothin gdiftin£Hy, a 
nrrell but nothing wherefore. O God, that men fliouldpUt an 
emv in there mouthes, to ftealeaway there braincs ; that wee 
Should with icy, Rcucll, plcafutc, and applaulc, transforme our 

butyouarc now well enough; how came you ffius 

rccoucrcd ? . ‘ 

Cap. IthathpIcafdethcDiucll drunkcnneflc, to giucplaccto 

the Diuell wrath; one vnpeife(ftneflc,fl->cwci me another, to make 

mcfrankclydefpifcmyfclfe. , . , , 

Uff. Comc^you^rc too fcucrc a morraler; as the time^the place, 
tbe condition ot' this Countrey ftands , I codd heartily wifli , this 
bad not fo befalnc;but fince it is as it is,menWf,for your own good. 

Caf I will aske him for my place againe, hce fhall tell me 1 am a - 
drunkard : had I as many mouthes as Hjdrtaf\xc\\ an anfwer would 
flop cm all: tobenowafenfiblcman^by aridby afoole, andpre- 
fently a bcath Euery VHOrdinate cup is vnblcft^and the ingredicnce 
isadiucl!. 

lag* Come, come, good wine is a good familiar crcature,ifit be 
well vs'd ; cxclainie no more againfl it ; and good Leiutenant ^ I 
thinkcyoLi thinkclloueyou. 

Caf I haue wcllapproou'd it fir, — I drunkc ? 
lage You, or any man lioing may bee drunkc at lome time : Tie 
tcllyou what you flialldo^ -- our Generals wife is now the Gene- 
rali;! may fay fo in this refpeft^for that he has dcuoted and giueil vp 
himfclfeto thccontemplatioii^markc and dcuotementof her parts 
and graces, Confefic your fclfe freely to her, importune her, fhee’Il 
kclpc to pui you in yom- placxragainc : flic is fo l*xec, fo kind, fo apr, 
fobleflcd adifpofition, that fbee holds it a vice in her goodnefie, 
not to doe more then flhcc is requetted# This braule bctwcenc 
you and her husband, intreate her to fplintcr, and my fortunes 
any lay, worth naming, this cracke of your loue 
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ilnll grow ftrongcr tkcn twas before, 

CAf. Youaduil'c me well. 

lAg. I proteft in the finccrity of loue and honeft kindneflV. 

Caf. • I thinkc it freely, and betimes in the morning , vvill I b 
feech the vertuous Defdemona, to vndertake for me j lam delpcratt 
of my fortunes, if they chccke me here. ‘ 

lagi You arc in the right : 

Good night Leiuteuant,! muft to the watch, 

Ca/, Goodnight honeft 

lAg, And what*s he then, that fayes I play the villainc. 

When this aduiccisfrcc I giue,and honeft. 

Proball tothinking,and indeed the courfe. 

To win theMoore agen ? For tis moft cafic 
The is dining tofubdue. 

In any honeft firite , {he’s fram’d as fruitful!. 

As the free Elements ; and then for her 

To win the Moore, wer’t to renounce his baptifmej. 

All fcalcs and fymb^s of redeemed fin. 

His foulc is fo infettcr’d to her loue. 

That Ibc may makc,vnmakc,doe what Hielift, 

Eucn as her appetite (ball play the god 

With his wcakcfuniSHon; how am I then a villaine ?- 

To couiifcll CAfsio to this parrallell courfe. 

DirefUy to his good ; diuinity of hell, 

Whendiuells will their bUckeft fins put on. 

They doc fuggeft at firft with hcauenly fbewes. 

As I doc BOW •• for while this honeft foolc 
Plyes to repaire his fortunes. 

And Ihe for him,plcadesftrongly to the Moore;. ’ I 

Tic poure this peftiicncc into his care, / 

That fhercpcalcshim for herbodyesluftj 
And by how much (be ftriues to doc him good,. 

She (ball vndoe her credit with the Moore, 

So will I turne her vertue into pitch. 

And out of her ownc goodnelTemakc the net 

Th at (ball cnmdb cm all : Emtr Rodcrigo... 1 

Hqw now 
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' It i. I follow here in thcchafcjnot like a hound that lium$,but 
' th&t fillcs cryrmy money is almaft fpent,l ha bin to night 
'’***ccdirf'.!y well cudgcld; I thinkc the i(Tue will be, I (ball hauc fo 
experience for.my paines, as that comes to , and no money at 
**I1 and with that wit r cturne to y met, 

* /rff. Howpoore arc thcy.that ha not patience? 
vyhat wound did euer healc,but by degrees ? 

Thouknowcft"W'c workeby wit,and not by wichcrart. 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Po’ft not goc well ? Capio has beaten thee, 

And thou, by that fmall hurt, haft cadicird CApit, 

Tho other things grow fairc againft the fun, 

Butfruites that blofomcfirft,willfirftbe ripe. 

Content thy fclfc awhile ; bi’thc maffe tis morning; 
plcafure,afld a(ftion,makc the hourcs feeme (hort: 

Retire thcc.goe where thou artbill ited. 

Away 1 fay, thou (bait know more hereafter : , 

Nay get thee gon. Some things are to be done, 

Aly wife muft niouc fdr Capie to her miflris, 

I’lclct heron. 

My Wfe awhile, to draw the Moore apart. 

And bring him iumpe,when he may Capio findc, ,, 

Soliciting his wife ; I,that’s the way, 

Dullnot deuife by coldnelfc and delay. 

Extmu 

Enter Caflio j»ith MHptiam and the Clownet 

Caf, J^Afters,play here, I will content your paines, 

Something that’s briefe, and bid good morrow Generali. 
Clo, Vv' hy maftersjlu yout irvftrumcntsbin at Naples, that they 
fpeake i’the nofe thus ? 

Boy. How fir, how ? . 

Clit Arcthefcl pray,cald wind Inftruments ? 

%. I marry arc they fir; 

C/o. O, thereby hangs a taylc. 

Btj, Whereby hangs a taylc (it ? 

Ck* Mwryfir, by manyawMcIafttumcntthat I know; But 

maifters. 
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matters hecic’s money for you, and tlie Generali fo likes your mu. 
fique , that hec defircs you of all loues j to make bo more iioyf* 
with it. 

Boy.) el 1 fir,we will nor. 

Clo. If you hauc any mufiqiie that may not bee heard, to’t 
flgaine, bucascheyfaay, tohcarcmufique , the Generali docs not 

greatly care. 

Boy, We ha none fuch fir. 

Cle. Then put your pipes in your bag, for He away; goe, va- 
nidi away. 

Caf. boeft thou heave my honeft friend ? 

CU. No,T hcare not your honett friend, I heare you. 

Caj. Prccthcekecpevp thy quillets, there’s a poore peeceof 
gold for thee: ifthc Gentlewoman that attends the Generals wife 
be ftirringjtell her there’s one C<ry>w,en creates her alittlc fanout of 
fpeech — - wilt thou doe this ? 

Clo. She is ttirring fir,ifflic will ttirre hither,! fliall fcciTic to no- 
tifievntoher. Enterlzgo, 

Caf. Doe good my friend: In happy timc/<*^«>. 

Iag> You ha not bin a bed then. 

Caf, Why no,thc day had broke before vre parted .• 

I ha made bold lago, to fend in to your wife,— my fuite toher, 
ISjthatflie will to yertuous De^demoMy 
Procure me fomc accefle. 

Jag, rle fend h£r to you prefcntly. 

And die dcuife anicanc co draw the Moore 
Out of the way, that your cenuert'e and bufintfle. 

May be more free. Exit. 

Caf. I humbly thanke you for k •. I neucr knew 
A Florentine more kinde and honett: 

Emilia. 

Ejw, Good morrow good>Leiiitenant,I am forty 
For you rdifplcafurcjbut all will foonebe well. 

The Generali and his wife arc talking of it. 

And ttie fpcakes for you ttoucly : the Moore replies,. 

That he you hurt is of great fame in Cj/frej, 

Aad great affmity>an.d that in whokfomc vsifcdoim, 
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a miebt notbut refufe you •• buthc protefts he loues you, 
ir,d needcs no other fuitor but his likings, 

Xo take the fafeft occafion by the front, 
Tobiingyouinap"'* 

Of Ycfibefccchyou, 

If you thinke fit, or that it may be done, 

Giue ir-c aduantage of fonac bricfe difcourU 
alone. 

Pray you conac in, 

T aill beftow you where you {ball hauc time, 
5.*'Pcyoutbofom= freely. 

Enter Othello,! ago, W ether Centlemen. 



¥ 



Exeunt, 



Oik. Thefc letters paelago,to the Pilate, 

And by him, doc roy duties to the State; 

That done, I will be walking on the workes, 

Repairc there to nne. 

lag. Well my good Lord,l’ledo’t. 

0th. This fortification Gentlemen, (ball we fee' t ? 

Gent. Wewaite vponyourLordfbip. 

Exeunt. 

£«/erDcfdcmona,Caflto ^ardEmillia. 

Def. Be thou affur’d good Caf tie ^ I will doc 
All roy abilities in thy bchalfc. 

Em. Good Madam do,I know it gricucs my husband. 
As if the cafe were his. 

Btfl, O that’s an hone {! fellow: - do not doubt Capie, 
ButI will haue my Lord and you againe. 

As friendly as you were. 

Caf Bonn ious Madame, 

What eucr (hall become of Mithuel Caf tie, 

Hee’i neuer any thing but your true feruant. 

E>efd, O fir,l thanke you,you doelouemy Lord : 
Vouhauc knowne him lorg,and be you well afTiir’d, 

He fljall in ftrangeft,ftand no farther off. 

Then in a politique diftance. 



Caf, 
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Caf. I but Lady, 

The pollicy may either laft fo long, 

Orfetde vpon fuch nice,and watriftidicr. 

Or breed it felfe, fo out of circumftance. 

That I being abfent,and my place fupplied^ 

My Generali will forget my loue and feriii'ce; 

Defd, Doe not doubt chat, before EmilhA here,. 

I giue thee warrant ofthy place; aflurc thee 
Ifldoevowafricndniip,ricperformc it 
To the laft Article ; my Lord {ball ncucr reft. 

Tie watch him tamc,and talke him out of patience; 
His bed ftiall feeme a {choo!c,his boord a fiarift. 

Tie intermingle cuery thing he does,. 

With Cafsio’s fuitc ; therelore be merry GafsiOy 
For thy foiliciter fiiall rather die. 

Then giue thee caufc ; away. 




Enter Othello, Tago, 4#^ Gentlemn, 

Em, Madam,herc comes my Lord. 

Caf . Madam, Tie take my leaue. 

Why ftjy and hcarc rac fpeake. 

Caf: Madam not now,I am very ill at cafe, 

Viific for mine ownc purpoie, 

Defd, Welljdoeyourdifcrction. £ar;/Ca(no«. 

lAg. Ha,I like not that. 

0th, W hat doeft thou, fay? 

lag. Nothing my Lord,or i^T know not what. 

0th, Wasnotthat Cafrio parted from my wife ? 

Jag, CW/iwmyLord? — no furc,I cannot thinkeit^ 
Thai he would fneakc away fo guilty-like,. 

Seeing you comming. 

0th. I doe belceuc twas he. 

Defd. How now my Lord, 

1 haue beene talking with a fuitcr here,. 

A man that languifbes in your difplcafurc. 

0th. Who i’ft you mcanc ? 

Defd. Why your Lciutsnant Cafsh^good my Lord, 
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Tfthauc any or power to moucyou. 

Sis prefent reconfihation take ; 
r r if he be not one that truely loues you, 

K terrcsinignorancc,andnot in cunning, 

T haue no iudgement in an honeft face, 

iprecthec call him backe. 

‘ Went he hence now ? 

Did Yes faith, fo humbled. 

That be has left part ofhis griefes with me, 
ifuffcr with him; goodlouc call him backe. ^ 

0th. Not now fwcctcI>#/if«»»4fome other time. 

Defd. Butfliai’tbelhortly? 

0th. Thefooncrfwccicforyou. 

Dtfd> Shal’t be to night at fuppei ? 

0th. No,not to night. 

Defd. To morrow dinner then ? 

0th. I {hall not dine at home, 

1 mecte the Captaincs,at the Cittadcll, 

Defd. Why then to morrow night, or Tuefday morne. 

On Tuefday mornc,or night,or Wenfday morne, 

I precthee name the iime,but let it not 
Exceed three dayes : Ifaith hce’s penitent. 

And yet his trcfpalTcjiH our common reafon, 

(Saue that they fay,thc warres muft make examples. 

Out ofher beft) is not almoft a ftiult. 

To incurre a priuite checke : when (hall he come ? 

Tell me Othello : I wonder in my foulc. 

What you could aske me, that I Ibould deny ? 

Or (land fo muttering on ? What Michael Caftio ? 

That came a wooing with you, and (b many a time 
When I bane fpoke ofyou difpraifingly. 

Hath tane your part.to haue fo much to doc 
To bring him in ? Birlady I could doe much. 

0th. Precthee no more,lci him come when he will, 

I will deny thee nothing. 

Defd. Why this is not a boone, 

Tis as I fhouU intreate you weare your gloues ; 

G 2 Or 







Orfeedeon nourirhiiigdi{lie$,or kccpeyou warmc, 

Or fuc to yoiijto doc a peculiar profit 
To your ownc perfon : nay,whcn I haue a fuite. 

Wherein I meane to touch your loue indeed. 

It fhall be full of poife and difficulty. 

And fearcfull to be granted. 

0th. I will deny thee nothing, ' 

Whereon I doe befecch thee grant me this, 

T o leaue me but alittle to my fclfe. 

Dtfd, Shall I deny you? no, farewell my Lord, 

Oth. Farewell my DefdomQ«a,Vi.t zomt to thee ftraight. 
Defd. £a»////rf,come,bc it as your fancies teach yon. 
What ere you be I am obedient. Exit Defd,<f»d Enx, 

Oth. Excellent wretch,perdition catch my foule. 

But I doc loue thee, and when I loue thee not. 

Chaos is come againe, 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Oth, What doeft thou fay laga} 

Jag. Did Michael Cafsh when you wooed my Lady, 
Kivow of your loue ? 

Oth, Hedidfiomfirfttolaft: — Why doeft thou aske? 
Jag. But for a fatbfatftion of my thoughts. 

No further harme. 

Oth. Why of thy thought Jage > 

Jag, I did not fh'mke he had bcenc acquainted with hcfo. 
Oth. O yes,and went betweene vs very often. 

Jag. Indeed ? 

Oth. Indeed t* Indced.difcrn’ft thou ought in that ? 
Ishc nothoaeft? 

/4^. Honeftmy Lord? Oth, Honsft? I honeft, 
Jag. My Lord,for ought I know. 

Oth. What doeft thou thinke ? 

Jag. Thinke my Lord ? 

Oth. Thinke my Lord ? Byheauenheccchocsrae. 
Asif there werefomcmonfterinhisthoughtj 
Too hideous to be ftiewne t thou didft meane fomeiiiing ; 
I heard thee fay bittnoWjthouKk’ftjnot that. 
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\Vben Cafsio left my wife : what didft not like ? 

^nd when I told thee,he was of my counfell, 

In my whole courfe ofwooing,thou cridft indeed ? 

^tid didft contra£f,and purfe thy brow together. 

As if thou then hadft fhut vp in thy braine. 

Some horrible eounfell ; if thou doeft loue me. 

Shew me thy thought. 

Jag. My Lord,youknowl loue you. 

Ow, I thinke thou doeft. 

And for 1 know, thou art full of loue and honefty. 

And weigheft thy words,befbre thou glue em breath. 
Therefore thele ftops of thine affright me the more ; 
per fuch things in a &lfe difloyall knaue. 

Arc trickes of cuftome; but m a man that s iuft. 

They are clcfe denotemcnts,working from the heart. 
That paffion cannot rule. 

lag. Michael Cafsio, 

I dare prefume,! thinke that he is honeft, 

Oth, I thinke fo to. 

Jag. Men fkould be that they feeme, 

Orthofe that be not,would they might feeme none. 

Oth, Ccrtaine,mcn fhould be what they feeme. 

Jag, Why then I thinke Cafsio's an honeft man^ 

Oth, Nay yet there’s more in this, 

I preetbee fpeake to me to thy thinkings t 

As thou doeft ruminate,and giuc the worftofthousht. 

The word of word. 

Good my Lord pardon me ; 

Though I am bound to cucry a£f of duty, 

I am not bound to that all flaues are free to, 

Vtter my thoughts ? Why,fay they arc vile and falfet 
As where s that pallace,whercinto foule things 
bemetimes intrude not ? who has a breaft fopurc, 
Butlomevnclcancly apprehenfions, 

Xeepe ketes and law- dayes,and in ScflioB fit 
With meditations lawfull? 

Oth. Thou doeft confpirc againft thy friend/ 4 ^ 0 . 
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If thou buttliinkcft hirowrongd^andniakeft his care 
A ftranger to thy thoughts. 

I tig. Idocbcfccchyou, 

Though I perchance am vicious in my ghefle. 

As 1 confeffe it is my natures plague. 

To fpy into abufes,and oft my icaloiifie 
Shapes faults that arc not,! intreate you then, 

From one that l*o impcrfe£!ly coniefts, 

Y ou’d take no notice, nor build your lelfe a trouble. 

Out of my fcatteriiig,and vnfurc obferuance5 
It were not for your t^uict, noryour good, 

Nor for my manhood ,honcl!y, or wifedome, 

To let you know my thoughts, 

Oih. Zouns, ^ T j 

lag. Good name in man and woman s dcctc my Lord; 

Is the immcdiatclcwcll cfour foules : 

who ftealcs my purfe, deals traflijtis lomething,nothingj 
Twas mine,tis his, and has bin flauc to thoufands : 

But he that filches from m-e my good name, 

Robs me of that, which not inriches him, 

And makes me poore indeed. 

0th, By heauen I’lc know thy thought. 

J^g. Youcannot,ifmyhcart wcrcin yourhand. 

Nor {hall uotjwhild tis in my cuftody j 
O beware icaloufic. 

]t is the greene cyd monfter, which doth mockc 
Thatmcatcitfecdes on. That Cuckold hues in blilTc, 
Who certainc of his fate,loues not his wronger 
But oh, what damned minutes tells he ore. 

Who dotts,yet doubts,furpc£!s,yet ftrongly loucs. 

Oth. O mifery. ...... • t 

lag. Poore and cootent,i$nch,and rich cnougH, 

But ijches,finclcfrc,is as poosc as wiqitcr. 

To him chat cuer fearcs poore ; 

Good God,thc foulcs of all iWJ?«bc defend'. 

From icaloiifie, 

Oth. Why,wbyisthis? 



Thinks 
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Tbinkft tbou I’de make a life of iealoufie ? 

To follow flill the changes of the Moonc 
Vyith frelb fufpitions ? No,to be once in doubt. 

Is once to be refolud : exchange me for aGoate, 

VV'hen I {ball turne the bufiiiclTe of my foule 
To fuch cxufflicate,and blownc furmifes, 

Hatching thy inference : tis not to make me icalous, 

To fay my wife is fairc,fccdcs well,Ioucs company,. 
Isftecof fpecch,fings,playes,and dances well; 

Where venue is,tbefe arc more vertuous .• 
f^or {rom mine ownc wcakc merrits will I draw 
The fmallcft fcare, or doubt of her reuolt. 

For (he had cics,and cholc me tno lagoy 
I’lc fee before 1 doubt, when I doubt,proue. 

And on the proofe,tlicrc is no more but this : 

Away at once with louc or iealoufie, 
lag. I am glad of it, for now I fliall haue rcafon,. 

To (hew the louc and duty that I bearc you. 

With franber fpirit : therefore as I am bound 
Rcceiuc it from me .* I fpcake not yet of proofe, 

Looke to your wife, obferue her well with Cafsh ; 

Weare your eic thus, not icalous,nor fecurc, 

I would not haue your free and noble nature,. 
Outoffelfc-bounty be abus’d, looke to’t : 

Iknow our CoUntrey difpefition well. 

In r’enict they doe let God fee the prankes 

They dare {hew their husbands ; their bell conlcicnce* 

Is not toleaue vndonc,but keepe vnknownc, 

Othi Doeft thou fay fo. 

Jag. She did deceiue jicr father marrying you j 
And when fhe feem’d to {hake and fearcyour lookcs^ 

She loa’d them moil. Oth. .,^Aad folhe did. 

Jag. Why go too then , ^ r 

She that fo young,couId giue ouJ|fuch ai^cmingy 
To fcalc her fathers eyes vp,clofc as Oakc, 

He thought iwas witchcraft ; but I am mucii too blame, 
I humbly doe befeccb you of yciir pardon^, 
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For t<So mucl> loulng you. 

0 th, lam bound to thee for euer. 

Jag. I fee this hath a little daflit your fpirits. 

0th, Not aiotjtiotaiot. 
lag, Ifaithifeatcithas, 

I hope you will confidcr what is fpoke. 

Comes from my loue : But I doe fee you arc moou‘d, 

1 am to pray you, not to ftrainc my fpccch, 

T o grofer iflues,nor to larger reach, 

Thcntofufpition. 

Oth, I will not. 

lag. Should you doc (b my Lord, 

My Ipeech fhould fall into fuch vile fuccclTc, " 

As my thoughts aime not at : CaftioU my trufty friend : 

My Lord.I fee you arc moou’d . 

Oth. No, not much moou’d, 

I doe not thinkc but Defdemena's honcft. 

lag. Lon g liuc fhc fo, and long line you to thinkc fo. 
Oth. And yet how nature ening from it felfc. 
lag. I , there’s the point ; as to be bold with you. 

Not to affedi many propofed matches. 

Of her ownc Clime, complcxion,and degree, 

Whereto wc fee in all things, nature tends ; 

Fic wc may fmell in fucha will,moft ranke 
Foule difproporiion ; thoughts vnnaturall. 

But pardon me : I doe not in pofition, 

Deftindlly fpcake of her,tho I may fearc 
Her will recoyling to her better iudgement. 

May fall to match you with her countrey formes. 

And happily repent? 

Oth, Faiewclljifmore 

Thou doefr pcrceiue,let me know more, fet on 
Thy wife 10 obferue : leauc me laga, 
lag. MyLordItakemyleaUc. 

Oth. Why did I marry ? This honeft creature doubtlclTe 
Secs and knowes morc,much more then he vnfoutds. 
jixq: My Lord,l would ! might intreate your honour. 
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r frail this thing no further ,leaue it to time, 

« be fit, Aat haue his pl>cc, 

for rate ht fi»V' ‘ 

Vet if vou please awhile, 

fl^allby that perceiuchim and bis meanes; 
iote ifro«r Lady ftraiue her entertainemenc, 
Jvith aiiv fl' vehement importunity, 

Mucli will be fetne in that,in the meane time, 
Letmc be thought too bufie in ray fearcs. 

As worthy caufe 1 haue.to fearc I am ; 

And hold her free,! doc befecch your honour. 

Oth. not my goucrnemcnt. 

Jar. 1 once mere take my leaiie. Exit 

Oth. This fellowe’s of exceeding honefty. 

And knowes all qualities,wicb a learned fpirit- 
of humaine dealing : if I doe prooue her haggard, 
Xhothat her leffes were my dcare heart firings, 
rde wliiftle her off,and let her dowiic the wind. 

To prey at fortune. Happily.for I amblacke, 
Andhauc not thefcfoft parts of conuetfaiion, 
ThatChamlererShauCjOrfor I amdcclind 
Into the valt of yearcs; yet that’s not much, 

Shee s gone,l am abus’d, and my relcife 

Muft be to lothc her ; O curfe of marriage. 

That wc can call thefe delicate creatures ours. 

And not their appetites .* I had rather be a Toadc, 
Andliue vpon the vapor in a dungeon, 

Theiikfcpc a corner in a thing I loue, 
Forcthersvfes ; yet tis-the plague of great ones, 
Pterogatiu’d are they Icffethen the bale, 
Tisdeftcny,vnflflunnablc,like death *. 

Ewn then this forked plaeuc is fated to v.s, 
Whenwe doc quicken ;Dfy«if«WK<*comcs, 

Iffhc bfe f .IfcjO then hcauen mocks it felfc , 
Me.iiotbelceueit. 

£»rerDcfdeniona W Era'illia. 

Eefd. How now my dearc 
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Your dinner,and the generous lUnder 
By you luuiccdjdoc attend your prcfcnce, 
bth, I am to blame. 

J)ef. Why is your tpecch fo faint ? arc you not well ? 
Oib, 1 haue a painevpon my forehead, here. 

DeJ. Faith that’s with watching,t’wilUwayagaine; 
Let me but bind yout head, within this hourc 
It will be well againe. 

0th. Your napkin is too little :- 
Let it alone.comc Tie goc in with you. 

Dt[. I am very forry that you are not well. 

Em. I am glad I lunc found this napkin, £A'.Oth.<rwd 
This was her fitft remembrance from the Moore,' Defd.. 
My wayward husband, hath a hundred times 
Wooed me to ftcale it,bgt flic fo loucs the tokcoj 
For he coniut’d hcr,fhc flioiild cucr keepc it, 

Th t flic relcrucs itcucr more about her, 

To kiffe,and talkc to^ He ha the workc taincout, 

And giut/rf^*r vvhat hec’U doc with it, 

Hcauen kno wes ,not I, Enttr lago* 

1 nothing know, but br hisfantafic, 

laff. How now,what doe youhere alone ? 

Doe not you chide, I haue a thing for you. 

A thing for mCjitis a common thing. 

Ha? 

To haue a foolifla thing. 

0,i 8 that all ? wh at will you ginc me noWj 

For that fan e hai-Kikcrchcr ? 

What handkercher.? — 

Em. Whathandkenher?' 

Why that the Moore firft gaue to Dtfdemonaf 
That which fo-often you did bid me ttcalc. 
lag. H a’ft ftole it from licr ? 

Em. L'Jofaith,(bcleut drop by negligence. 

And to the aduantage,! being hcrc,took’t vp : . 
Lookehercitis. 

/a£. a gooJ wcncb,giuc it chc* 



Em. 

lag. 
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Jag. 

Em. 
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Ettt. What will you doe with it,that you haue bia 

Co esrnert to haue me filch it > 

^ Why,what’sthattoyou? 

iht be not for feme purpofe of import, 

■ ciuc mce’t againe,poorc Lady,(h«e’U rim mad, 

VVhcnfl’cflialllackeit. 

Af. r,enoryouknGwncont,Ihauevfcfor«: — golcauerac; 
Lodginglofethisnapkin, £a‘/fEtri. 

And let himfindeit; trifles light as ayre. 

Ate to the iealous, confirmations ftrong 
- proofes of holy writ, this ihay doc fomething, 

Danserous conceits are in their natures poffons, 

Which at the firft are fcarce found to diflaft. 

But with a little art,ypon the blood , £«r.Qthel!o, 

Curne like the raindcs offulphurc ; I did fay Cm 
looke where he comes,not Poppy,nor Mandragora, 

Mor all the droufic firropsof the world. 

Shall cucr medicine thee to that fwcete fleepe. 

Which thou owcdll yclL rday. 

Otb. Ha,ha,fall'etomc,torac? 

Jag, Why how now Cenerall ? no more of that. 

0th Atiantjbc gone,thou haft fet me on the racke, 

I fweare,tis better to be much abus’d. 

Then but to know a little. 

Jag. How no w my Lord ? 

Otb. What fenfe had I ofher ftolne houres of luft ? 

' 1 faw’t notjthought it not,it harm'd not me, 

I flept the next night well,w as frcc,and merry? 

I found not Cafsia'sVxffcs on her lips. 

He that is rob’d, not wanting what is ftolne. 

Let him not know’r,and hee’s not rob’d at all. 

Jag. I am forry to heare this, 

0th. I had bin happy if the gcnerall Campc, 

Pyoncrs,and all,had tatted her fwcete body, 

Sol had nothing knownce Onowforcuer 
Farewell the traoqutle mind,farc well content .• 

Farewell tlie plumed tiQope, and the big i^arrcs ; 

H » That 
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That makes ambition vertiic ; O farewell. 

Farewell the neighing Stecd,and the Ihri 1 Trumpe, 

The fpirit-fiirringDmmmejthe eate-peircing Fife; 

The royall Banner, and all quality. 

Pride, pompc, and circumftancc of glorious warre. 

And O ye mortall ^gmes,whofc wide throates. 

The immortall louts great clamor counterfeit; 

Farewell, Othello’s- Occupation’s gone* 

Ja^, IftpolfiblemyLord ? 

0th. VillainCjbe fure you prone my Louc a whore. 

Be fure of itjgiue me the oeuler proofe, 

Or by the worth of mans cternall foule,* 

Thou hadft bin beiterhaue beene borne a dog. 

Then anfwer my wak’d wrath. 

Jag, Ift come to this > 

0th, Make rac to fee’t,or at the leaft fo proue-ir. 

That the probation, beare no hinge,not loope. 

To hang a doubt on : or \voc iipou thy life. 
lag. My noble Lord. 

0th. Ifthoudoeftflanderhetjand torture me; 

Keucr pray raorc,abandon all remorce. 

On horrors hcadjhorrors aecumilate : 

Do deeds, to make hcauen weepe,all earth amazed. 

For nothing canft thouro damnation ad greater then tUat*^ 
Jag. O gracCjO heauen defend me. 

Are you a man,haus you a foule or fence } 

God buy you, take thine office, — O wretched foole. 

That liueft to make mine hbnefty a vice, 

0 monftrous world,tokc note,take note,0 world. 

To be dirccJl an4 honeft,is not fafe, 

1 thanke you for this profit,and from hence. 

Tie loue no friend, fince louc breedes fuch offence. 

Oth. Nayftay,thoufiiouldftbe'hbneft, , 
lag. I fhould be wifc,fdr horieftie’s a foole, 
Andloofes that it workes for : 

I fee fir,you are eaten vp with paffiqn, . 

I doc repent me that I put it to yoUi ' • . 
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y,„*.u'abefaUfl.d. 

Oth. Would,nay,Iwill. 

fae. And may,but how,how fatisfied my Lord ? 

Would yoo.the fuperuifot groffely gape on. 

Behold her copt? 

Olh. Death and damnation — on. 

lar It were a tedious difficulty I thlake,. 

To hnne cm to that profpca,dam em then, 

Ifeuer mortall eyes did fee them boulfter 
vjore tlien their owne; what then, how then 
What ftall I fay ? where’s fatisfadhon ? 

It is impofi'hle you fhould fee this. 

yiTerc they as prime as Goates,as hot as MonkieSj, 

As fait as W olucs,iu ptidc; and foolcs as groffe, 

A$ ignorance made drunke .• But yet I fay, 

if imputation and'ftrong circumftances, 

Which leade dirc£l:Iy to the doore oferuth, 

VVill giuc ycu fatisfai5lion,you may ha t. 

Oth. Giueme aliu\ngreafou,thatflicc’sdifl®yall. 
lag. Idoe not like the office. 

But fithl am enter’d into this caufe fo farre, 

Pnekt to’t by foolifb honefty and loue, 

I will goe on : I lay with Cafsio lately. 

And being troubled with a raging tooth.I could not fleep. 
There are a kinde ef men fo loofe of Ipule, 

That in their fleepes will mutter their affaires. 

One of this kinde is C4y}« : 

In fieepe I heard him fay.Swecte Defdemonaj 
Ltt vs be merry, let vs hide our loues ; 

And then fir,would he gripe and wring my hand, 

Gry out,fweetecreature,and then kifle me hard. 

As if he pluckt vp kiffes by the rootes. 

That grew vpon my lips, then layed his leg 
Ou*r my thigh,and figh’d,and ki{fed,and then 
Cried, turfed fate, char gauc thee to the Moore. 

Oth, O Monftrous,monftrous» • 
lag. Nsy,thiswasbutbisdrcame. 

Hs 
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Otht But this dcuotcd a forc-gonc concliifion, 

Ifig. Tis a fhrcwd doybr,tho it be but a dreamcj 
And tl'is may helps to thicken other prootes, 

Jhat doc demoniirate thinly. 

Oth, ric tcarc her all to peeces. 

lag. Nay, but be wifcjyet we fee nothing done^ 

She may be honell yet, tell me but chi', 

Hauc you not fometimes fccnc a handkcrchcr. 

Spotted with ftrawberries in your wiucs hand. 

Oth. I gauc her fuch a one,twas my firtt gift. 

Jag. 1 know not that, but fuch a handkcrchcr, 

T am lure it was your wiues,did I to day 
See Cafsio wipe his beard with, 

Oth. 1ft be that. 

lag. Ifubc thatjor any,K was hers, 

It fpcakes againft hcr,wiih the other proofes. 

Oth. O that the flauc h ad forty thoufaiid liucs, 

Gne is too poorc,too wcake for nay reaenge: 

Now doc 1 fee tis timc,lookc here laga^ 

Allmy fond Ioue,thui doc I blow to heauen,-- tisgone. 
Arife blackc vcngeancc/rorfi thy hollow Cell, 

Yceld vp O louc thy crowne,a nd hatted Thrency 
To tirranous hate,fwcll bofomc with thy fraught. 

For tis of Afpccks tongues. 

lag. Pi ay be c^sntent, hekl^eits^ 

Oth, O blood, //i^Ojblood. 
lag. Patience I fay, your mind perhaps may change. 
Oth, Neucr; 

In the due reucrcncc of a facred vow, 

I here ingage my words. 

lag. C>v)c not rife yet i 
Wiinefle you cuer-burning.liglits abouc, 

V ou Elements that clip vs round about, lago kneeUs.- 

Witneffe that here, doth giue vp 
The excellency ofhis wit,hand,heart. 

To wiong’d Othtlles fci uicc : let him command, 
Andcoobey,flwllbc tcmorce. 
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VVhat bloody worke fo c tier. 

’ Oth 1 gfccte thy loue : 

vjot with vainc thankes,but with acceptance bounteous, 
vpon the mftaniput thcctoV 
VVithinihcfc three dayc5,lct me hcarc thee fay. 

That 

Jug. My friend is dead': 

Tis itone a* yf'** rcqucft.but let her Hue. 

Oth. Dam her lewd minks- O dam her,. 

Come, gee with me apatt,l will w ithdraw 
Tofurnifli me with feme fwift meaner of death,, 

Porthefaire diucii : now artrhoumy Leiutenant. 

laf. I am your owne for euer. 

* ExeUHti 

TBrrrDefdcmonia Emilia ani thi Cltwne, 

Pef. Do you know firra, where the Leiutenant Caftio lies ? 

Clf. 1 date not fay he lies any where. 

Def. Why man? . a ll- 

H« ii a Souldicr,and for one to fay a Souldicrlics,ts ftabbing. 

Def, Go to,whcre lodges he? 

Clt. I know not where he lodges,,and for me to dcuife a lodging, 
and fay he lies thcrc,werc to lie in my. throacc.. 

De{d. Canyouioquirehimout,andbecdifiedby.repori? 

Clt, I will catbechixe the world for him, that is, make queftions 
And by them an fwer. 

Defd, Secke bim,bid him comeliither, tell him I baue moued my 
Lord iiihis beha!fc,and hope all will be well. 

Clt, To doc this is within the compaffc ofa man , and therefore 
lie attempt the doing of it. Exit., 

Defd. Where fhould 1 loofc that handkcrchcr Emilha} 

£)w. I know not Madam. 

Def. Belccuc me,I had rather loofe my purfe 
Full of Giufadocs t and but my noble Moore 
Istrueofminde,andmadeofnofuchbafcneflc,. ' 

As iealoui creatures arcjit were enough, 4- 

TopiH him to ill thinkiug, 

2»J. Is he not iealous ; 

H 4 DeJ. 
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Defd, Who he :• I thinke the SuH where he was borne. 
Drew all Inch htm*iors from him. Enter Othello. 

Evtt Lookcwhcrc he comes, 

Def. I will not Icaue liim now, 

Lc t C^fsio be cald to him ; how is it with you my Lord ? 

Gth. Well my good Lady ; O hardneffe to diflcmble : 
How doc you Defaomotia ? 

Def. Well, my good Lord. 

0:h. Giucraeyoiirhand, this hand is moift my Lady,. 

Def, Itycthasfcltnoage,norknovvncnoforrow. 

' Oth. Tills argues fruitfulneffe and Ubcrall heart. 

Not hot and moid,this hand ofyours requires • 

A fequeder from liberty : falling and praying. 

Much calhgation, esercife deuout ; 

For hccrc’s a young and fwettiDg diiiell here. 

That commonly rebels : tis a good hand, 

A frankc one. 

Def, Youmay indeed fay fo. 

For twas that hand chat gaue away ray heart. 

Oth, A libcraJl hand,thc hearts of old gaue hands. 

But our new herraldry is hands, not hearts. 

Def. I cannot fpeakc of this,come, come, your promife, 

Oth. Whatprcmifechuckc? 

Def 1 haue fent to bid C<i/r/V» come fpeake with you. 

Oth. I haue a fait and fullcnrirumc offends me, 
Lcndmethy handkercher, 

Def Here my Lord. 

That which I gaue you. 

Def. 1 haue it not about me. 

dth. Not. 

Def. No faith my Lord. 

Oth. Thats a fault : that handkercher 
Did an Egypian to my mother giuc. 

She was a cnarmcr,and could almott rcade 
The thoughts of people; fhe told her while flic kept it, 
T'vvould make her amiablc,and fubdue my father 
lotirely to her loue ; But if flic loft ir, , 
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t ,;,elv to htt loue ; But if ft e l*ft it, 

J? Zeagiftofit.-myfiithericye 
Slouia hold her lothe!y,and hi« fpirits ftould hunt 

Iftcr new fancies: ftedyiiig, gaue it mt, 

And bid i»c when tny fate would haue me wi«e, 
f* fiue It her ; I did fo,aod take heede on r. 
ylic it a datling,likc your preiious eye, 

Toloofc, or giuc’t away, were luch perditwo. 

As wothiflC ^Kc could mstch# 
pe^. Tftpoftblc? 

Oth. Tis truc,there’s magicke in the web of it, 

Sybell that had numbred in the world. 

The sun to make two hundred compaffes. 

Id her prophetique fury,fowcd the. worke 

The wormes were hallowed that did breed chefilke. 

And it was died in Mummy,with tht skilfull 
Conferucs of maidens hearts. 

Te/. Ifethi’ft true?. ^ ^ c < 

Oth. MoftTcritable,thcreforc look<to*t well. 

Def. Then would to God,that I had oeucr fecne it. 
Oth. Ha, wherefore? 

Def. Why doe you fpeakc fo ftaitingly and raftly^ 
Oth. mioft? i’ftgone ? fpeake, is it outo'theway?, 
Def, Hcaucnblcffe vs. 

Oth. Say you? 

Dtf. It is not loft,buc what and if it were ? 

Oth. Ha. 

Def. I fay it is not loft. , 

Oth, Fctch’cjlctmefeeit, , 

D»/^ WhyfoIcanfir,butI willnotnow, . 

Ihis is a trickcjto put me from nay fnite, 

1 ptry let Cetfiie, he recetu’d agaipe. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkercher,my miud rhirgivics, 
H Come ome,yoiifll aeucr ipeete a more fumciciit 
The handkercher, 

IpraytalkemcofCij/5/e, , 

P^h, The haadkerchcc. ^ ' j 






P#/. A man that all ms time, 

Hath founded his good fortunes onyouj Ibue,^ . 

Shard dangers whh you. ' 

0th. Tbehandkcrcbcr. ” * ‘ - 

Def. Ifaith you are coo blame., ‘ 

Oth. Zouns. ' ' E'xH. 

£« Is not this man icalous ? . 

Def T nc re faw tbis'before': ' , • ' 

Sure thcrc’s-fome wonder in this handke'tchcr, 
l am moft vnhappy in the Ioffe. 

Iag04«^Caflib. 

Em. Tis net a yecre or t\^^^cyycsy $ a mSO, ‘ , 
They are all butftomackSj^d'ij^^^lBftt'^ 

They eatc vs bungcr!yjah3%vbeitt'hVy'ar^ i ■». , 

They belch vs; lOokeyou.Crf/iMiod'm^ 

lag. Thereisno othtfwayjtl'sirtnbmuffdoeit. 
And loc the happineffe,goe,and importiitiii ' 
Def. How now good C<^/?,whac!s_the,nci^l^ y 
Caf. Madam,my former’ftilte f I aoi* befeech yoh^ 
That by yoiir vertuoas meancs,! may againe 
Exirt,and be a member ofhis louc, 

Whorn I,with all the.duty of my ^eatt,; 

Intirely honour,! woiild not be delayed V 
Ifmyo^cnceheoffuchmortallkind, ’ 

That neither fcruice pad, nor prcfenc forrowes^,. 

Nor purpos’d mcrril, in futurity 
Can ranfome me, into his louc againe 
But to know fo,mud be my benefit, . ' , ■ 

So (hall I cloth me in a forc’d content,^ ' ' ; 

And (hoote my fclfe vp infortie Other courff^ . 

T.o fortunes almes. . V ' • . t , 

Def. Alas thrice gentle . ’ “‘ j '’** , '/ 

My aduocatioUis'hoth’^^ 

My tord is Hot my Lfefdihor 
Were hf in fauour,as in humor «ltrc4».v f , m 
S ohelpe me,cuery fpirit fan6lificd^''^'“'' ' 
As I baue fpokenfor you,all my bed^, , 
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j flood within the blanke ofhis difpleafure, 
c"r my free fpeech ; you muft a while be patient, 

Shat I can doe I will, and more I will 
Srnfor my felfe I dare, let that fuffice you. 
k Is my Lord angry? 

Em. He went hence but now, 

indcertainclyinftrangevnquietneffe. 

Jag. Can he be angry ? 1 haue feene the Cannon, 
When it hath blowne his rankes into theayre ; 

And (like the Diuell)from his very arme, 
pufthisowne brother, and canhebe angry ? 

Something of moment then : 1 willgoe meetc him, 
There’s matter in t indeed, if he be angry. 

J)efd. I preethee do fo ; fomething lure of State, 
Either from Venice, ox Tome vnhatcht pradlice, 

Made demonfirable here in Cypres to him, 

Hath pudled his cleere fpirit,and infuch cafes 
Mens natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Tho great ones are the obiedl, 

Tis euen fo : for let our finger ake, 

And it endues our other heathfull members, 

Euen to that fence ofpaine ; nay, we muft thinke. 

Men are not gods. 

Nor of them looke for fuch obfcruances 
As fits the Bridall •• beflirew me much Emillia, 

I was (vnhandfome, warrior as lam) 

Arraigning his vnkindenffe with my foule ; 

But now I finde,I had fubbornd the witneffe, 

And hee’s indited falfly. 

Em. Pray heauen Itbe State matcers,as you thinke, 
And no conception, nor no icalous toy 
Concerning you. 

hefd. Alas the day, I neuer gaue him caufe. 

Em. But iealous foules will not be anfwered fo. 
They are not eucr iealous for the caufe, 

But iealous for they arc iealous : tis a monfter, 

Begot vpon it felfe, borne on it felfe. 

I 2 
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Defd. Hcauenkcepcthatmonfterfrom 0/W/tfV mind. 
Em. Lady, Amen. 

Def.l will goe feeke him^Cafsio^v^^ilkt here about. 

If I doe finde him fit, Pie moue your fuite, Exeunt Defd. 
And feeke to effe<5f it to my vttermoft. ^WEmillia. 

Caf, I humbly thanke your Ladifhip. 

Bian, Saue youfriend Cafsio. EnterBhnc^, 

Caf, What make you from home ? 

How is it with you my moft faire Bianca ? 

Ifaith fwcete louel was commingto your houfe. 

Bian. And I was goingto your Lodging Cafsio^^ 
What,keepe a weekc away ? feuen daies and nights, 
Eightfcore eight houres, and louers abfent hourcs, 

More tedious then the diall, eightfcore times. 

No weary reckoning. 

Caf, Pardon me Bianca^ 

I haue this while with laden thoughts bin preft, 

But I fhall in a more conuenient time, 

Strike off this fcore of ab fence i fweete Bianca y 
Take me this worke out. 

Bian, Oh whence came this > 

This is fome token froma newer friend. 

To the felt^abfence,now I feele a caufe, 

Iff come to this ? 

Caf, Go to woman. 

Throw your vile gheffes in the diuells teeth, 

From whence you haue them, you are iealous now, 

That this is from fome miftriffejlome remembrance, 

No by my faith BiancUy 
Bian, Why who's is it ? 

Caf, I know not fweete,! found it in my chamber, 

Hike the worke well,ere it be demanded, 

As like enough it will, Pde haue it coppied, 

T ake it, and do%and leaue me for this time. 

Bian, Leaue you,wherefore? 

Caf, I doe attend here on the Generali, 

And thinke it no addition,nor my wifh. 
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To baue him Tee me woman’d. 

lum. But that you doe not loue me : 

Tpray you bring me on the way aliitle. 

And lay,if 1 ihall fee you foonc at night, 

Caf Tis but a little way, that I can bring you, 

For 1 attend here,but I’le fee you foone. 

Bkn. Tis very good,! muft becircumftanc’d, 

Extmt, 

MUus, 

Enter la go dvd O thello • 

Ia£, V\ ill you thinke fo ? 

0th. Thinke fo 74^0, 

Jag. Whatjto kifle in priuatc ? 

Oih. An vnauthoriz’d kiffe. 

lag. Or to be naked with her friend abed. 

An houre, or more, not meaning any harme. 

0th* Naked abed 7<?^<?,and not meane harme ? 

, Itishypocrilie againft thediuell ; 

They that meane vertuoufly,andyetdoe fo, 

The diuell their vertue tempts,and they tempt heaueni 
lag. So they doe nothing,tis avcniall flip ; 

ButifTgiue my wile a handkercher. 

0 th. What then? 

lag. Why then tis hers my Lord,and being hers. 

She may, T thinke, beftow’t on any man. 

0th. She is proteftres of her honour to. 

May (he giue that ? 

iag. Her honour is an elfence that s not feene. 

They haue it very oft, that haue it not * 

But for the ha ndkercher. 

0th. By heauen,! Would rnolf gladly haue forgot it: 
Thou fiidft (O tt comes o’re my memory. 

As doth the Rauen o’re the infedbed houfe, 
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Boding to all.) He had my hankerchcr- 
lag. I, what of that ? 

0th, That’s not fo good now, 

lag. What if I had faid I had feene him do you wrong? 

Or heard him fay (as knaues be fuch abroad) 

Who hauing by their ownc importunate fuite, 

Or by the voluntaty dotage of fome miftris, 

C onuinced.or fupplied themjCannot chufe, 

But they mufl blab. 

0th, Hath he faid any thing ? 

lag. He hath my Lord, but be you well afliir’d, 

No more then heeT vnfwearc. 

0th. What hath he fayd ? 

lag. Faith that he did — I know not what he did. 

0 th. But what? lag. Lye. 

Oth. With her? 

lag. With her,o'n her,what you will. 

Oth. Lie with her, lie on her? We fay lie on her, when they bely 
her ; lye with her, Zouns, that’s fulfome,handkerchcrs,Confe(fion, 
hankcrchers. Hefalsdem. 

lag. Workeonmy medicine, worker thus credulous fooles are 
caught,and many worthy and chafte dames, cuenthus allguiltleffe, 
mcete reproach ; What ho my Lord, my Lord I Czy, Othello^ — how 
novt Cafsio. Enter Csi(tio. 

Caf, What’s the matter? 

lag. My Lord is falne into an Epilepfy, 

This i s his fecond fit , he had one yefterday, 

Caf. Rub him about the Temples. 
lag. Nojforbcare, 

The Lethergie, mart hauc his quiet courfe, 

If not he foames at mouth, and by and by 
Breakes out to fauage madneffe; looke he ftirres; 
Doeyouwithdrawyour felfe a little while, 

He will recouer llraight,when he is gone , 

I would on great occafion fpeake with you . 

How is it Generali, haue you not hurt your head ? 

Oth. Doeftthoumockeme^ 
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Us, imockeyou? nobyH«uen, 

Lvou would beare your fortunes like a man. 

''oKhornc.l man* nawfter.and a btaft. 

Jag. Therc’smahy abeaft then irt a populousCity, 

Oth. Didheconfefle? 

Uf. Good fir be a man, , 

Thinke cucry bearded feUow,that s bufyoak d. 

May draw with you, there’s millionsttovv aliue. 

That nightly lyes in thofevnproper beds. 

Which they dare fwearc peculiar : your cafe is better : 

0 tis the fpice of hcllj'thc fiends arch mocke, 

Tolip a wanton in a fcc.urc Coach, 

And to ftippofc her chattc : No, let me Imow, 

And knowing what 1 am,l know what ihe Iiiall be. 
Oth. O thou art wife,tis ccrtaine. 

Stand you awhile apart. 

Confine your felfe but in a patient nft : 

/ * Whilft you here ere while, mad with yoUr griere, 

A paffion moft vnfiiting fuch 8 roan, 

came hither,Hbifted him away. 

And layed good fcufc,vpou your cxtacy. 

Bid him anonlctircjand here fpeSke vviih me. 

The which he promifde : butincaue your felfe. 

And marke the Ieeres,the Iibes,aiid notable fcqrncs,. 
That dwell in eucry region of hi* face ; 

For I will make him tell the tale anew, 

Whcre,how,hGW ofijhbwTdng agbcjatid when, 
Hehas,aBdisagaincto cope your wife : 

I fay, but marke his ieafture,maty patience. 

Or 1 Ihall fay ,yeu arc all in all,in fpleene,. 

And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Doeft thouheare/«(g<i, 

I will be found moft cunning in my patience ; 
Butdoeft thou hcarcjtnoft bloody. 

Jag. That’s not amiffc ; 

But yet kcepc time in all j will you withdraw Y 
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Now will I queftion Cafsh of Bitued ; 

A hufwife that by lelling her dcfircs, 

Buys her fclfc bread and cloachei : it is a Creature, 

Tliat dotes on Cafsi « : as tis the ftrumpetsplagttc 
To beguile many, and be beguild by one, £*r.Ca(lio» 

Hc,whcn he heares of her, cannot refraine 
F root! the excefle of laughter : here he epmes r 
Ashe fi^all (mWe fithtlh Iball ;goe mad, 

Andhis vnbookilh icalouliemuftcoafter , 

Poore /frailcs,gefiurcs,and light bchauioui. 

Quite in the wrong .* How doc you now Lciutenaat f 
Cdf. The worfcr,that you giuc roe the addition, 

Whplc want euen kills me. 

I <tg, ply DtfdttK 0 Ha well,and you are f«rc on'e , 

Now if this fuite lay in Biduca’t power. 

How quickly Ibould you fpccd. 

Caf. Alas poote Catiuc, 

Oih, Looke how he laughet already. 
fdg. I ncuet knew a wOmanloue man fo. 

Cdf , Alas poorc rogue,! thtnkc ifaith Ibc loUes me, 

Ot h. Now he denyes it faiatly.aud laughcs it out. 
lag. Doc you heart 

Otb. Now be importune^ It^ to tell it on, 
GoetOjWcllfaid. 

Ug. S he giuc sit out that you ftiall marry her. 

Doc you intend it? 

Caf. Ha,ha,ha. 



Otb. Doe you triuty>phB.oiran,doc you triumph? 

C<*/^ I rnarrJtJncr? I prethee bcarefome charity to my wit, 

D oc not tiiinke it fo rnwholcfomc : ha,ha,ha. 

0th. So, fojfojfo, laugh that wins. 

/ag. Faith the cry gocs,you {hall marry her, 

C<*yr Precthee lay true. , 

lag, I am a veryvilliincelfe, 

Otb, Ha you ttor’d me well. 

Car. T his is the naonkies own giuing out;(hc Is perfwaded I wil 
mjiry her, out of her owrtcloue and flattery, not out ofroy prornife, 

Otb. 
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nth beckons me, now he begins the (tory. 

raC Shewashecre euen now, {hee haunts me in euery place, I 
\nther day, talking on the fea banke,with certaine V tnetians,in^ 
comes this bauble, by this hand (he fals thus about my neck. 
nth Crying, O deare Cafsio, is \t were : his iellure imports it. 

Qaf So hangs, and lo!ls,and weepcs vpon me; fo hales,and puls 

^^Oth. Now be tells how (hepluckthim tomy Charnber, 
Ifeethatnofe of yours, but not thatdogi {hall throw t to. 

Caf Welljlmuftlcaue her company. £«r#r Bianca, 

/rff. Before me, looke where fhe comes, 

Xis fucb another ficho; marry a perfum’d one, what doe you meane 

Let the diuel and his dam haunt you, what did you meane 
bv that fame bandkercher, you gauemeeeuen now? 1 wasafine 

foole to take it; Imufttake out the whole worke, a likely peece ot 

workc, that you flnculd find it in your chamber, andnotknow who 
leftittherc : this is fome minxes token, and I muft take out the 
vvorke; there, giue it the hobby horfe, wherefoeuer you had it , I’le 

take outnoworkeon’t. 

Caf. HownowmyfwccteBi4«c4,hownow,hownow ? 

0th. By heauen that fhould be my bandkercher. 

Bian. An you’ll come to fupper to night, you may , an you will 
not,come when you arenextprepat’d for. 
lag. After her, after her. 

Caf. Faith I mult, {bee’ll raile i’the ftrecte elfe. 
lag. Will you fup there ? 

Caf, Faith I intend fo. 

lag. W ell,I may chance to fee you, for I would very fainc fpeake 
withyou. 

Caf Preethee come, will you ? 

lag. Goe to, fay no more. Exit Cafiio. 

0th. How (ball I murder him I ago f 

lag. Did you perceiue,how he laughed at his vice ? 

0th. O lago, 

lag. And did you fee the handkerche r ? 

0th. Was that mine? 

K 



( 65 ) 




66 TheT^ragedjof0^6AQ 

Oth. I would hauc him niocycarcs a killing; a fine woman afa’ 
womanjarwccte woman. ’ 

lag. Nay youmuftfbrget. 

Orh. And let her rot and perilh , and bedarab’d to night,for (h 
(hall not liue ; no, my heart is t urn d to ftoncjl ftrike it, and it hurt' 
my hand : O the world has not a fwceter creature, Ibe might lie by 
an Emperours fide, and command him taskes. ^ 

lag. Nay that’s not your way. 

Oth. Hang her, I doc but fay what fhe is: So delicate with her 
needle, an admirable mufition, O Iheewill fing the fauagencffc 
out of aBcare; oflbhyeandplcntious wit and inuention. 

/4/, Shee’s the worle for all this. 

Ow. Athoufandtboufandtimes; and then of fo gentle a con- 
dition. 

lag. I, too gentle. 

Oth, Ithat’sccrtaincjbutyetthcpitty ofit/4^o,thepitty. 

Ta. Ifyou befofond ouer her iniquity,giue her patent to offend, 
for it it touches not you, it comes neerc no body. 

Oth. 1 will chop her into meffes— cuckold me ! 
lag. O tis foule in her. 

Oth. With mine Officer. 
lag. Tbat’sfoulcr. 

Ow. Getmefomepoifon/4^(7, this night Tie not cxpoftulaie 
with her,left her body and beauty vnprouidc my minde a gen, this 
mghi I ago. 

lag. Doe it not with poifon , ftrangle her in her bed , eucn the 
bed flic hath contaminated. 

Oth. Goodjgoodjthe iuftice ofit picafesvery good. 
lag. AndforC<j/r/'ff;lcimcbeehisvndertakcr; you fliall hcarc 
more by midnight. ATrutnfet. 

£wr#rLodouLco,Dcfdcraona,4«d Jttendanu. 

Oth. Excellent good ; 

What Trumpet is that fame ? 

lag. Something from ytm'ce fure,tis Lodoitico, 

Come from the D uke,and fee your wife is with him. 

Jjod* 
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loi. God faue the worthy Generali. 

Oth. With all my heart fir. 

id". The Duke and Senat ors o^Venice greete you. 

Oth. I kiffc the inft'rument of their pleafures. 

Oef. And what’s the newes good coufen Lodouico ? 

Uo. I am very glad to fee you Seignior: — welcome to 
Lod. I thanke you, how does Leiutenant Cafsio> 

Jag. L'ucs fir. 

J)ef. Coufen, there’s falne betweene him and my Lord, 
An vnkind breach, but you fliall make all well. 

Oth. Arc you fure of that ? 

I)ef My Lord. 

Oth. Thisfaileyounottodoe,asyou will. — 

Lod. He did not call, bee’s bufie in the paper : 

Is there diuiflon betweene thy Lord and Cafs/o ? 

Def. A moft vnhappy one,I would doe much 
Toattone them,forthe louel htzrt to Cafsio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimfloiie. 

Dtf. MyLord. 

Oth. Are you wife? 

Defd. what, is he angry ? 

Lod. May be the letter mou’d him; 

For as I thinke,they doe command him home. 

Deputing Cafsio in his gouernemcm. 

Defd. By my troth,! am glad on’t. 

Oth. Indeed. 

Def. MyLord. 

Oth. I am glad to fee you mad. 

Def. How fweetc Othello ? 

Oth. Diuell. 

Def. Ihauenot deferu’d this; 

Lod. My Lord, this would not be belecu’d in Venice, 
Tho I fhould fweare I faw’t : tis very much, 

Makeher amends, (he weepes. 

Oth. ODiuclI, Diuell, 

If that the earthcould teeme with womens teares 
Each drop fhe falls, would proue aCrocadile : 
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Out ofmy fight. 

I>ef. I will not flay to offend you, 

Lod. Truely an obedient Lady ; 

I doe befeech your Lordfhip.call her backe. 

0th. MiftrilTe. 

Def My Lord. 

0 th. What would you with her fir? 

Lod. Who, I my Lord 

0th, I,you did wifh that I would make her turne .* 

Sir fhe can turne, and turne,and yet go on, 

And turne againe,and (he can weepe fir, weepc; 

And fhee’sobedicnt,as you fay, obedient ; 

V cry obedient, proceed you in your teares, 

Concerning this fir : O well painted pafiion : 

lam commanded here : — gee you away, 

rie fend for you anon : — Sir,I obey the mandat. 

And will returnc xoVenke : — hence, auant, 
Crf/jfwfliallhaue my place; andfir tonight 
I doe intreate that we may fup together, 

You arc welcome fir to Cyprtj goates and monkies. 

Lod. Is this the noble Moore,whom our full Senate 
Call all in allfufficient ? This the noble nature. 

Whom pafiion could not lhake ? Whofe folid vertue. 

The (hot of accident, nor dart of chance . 

Could neither graze, nor peircc ? 

/<tg. He is much changed. 

Lod. Are his wits fafe? is he not light of braine 
lag. He’s that he is,I may not breathe my tenfure. 
What hemight be,ifashemight,heisnot, ^ 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod, Whatjftrike his wife. 
lag. Faith that was not fo well; yet would I knew 
That ftroake would prouethcworfl. 

Lod. Is it his vfe ? 

Or did the letters worke vpon his blood. 

And new create this fault? 
lag. Alas, a las. 
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Tfitnothoneftyinmctofpeake, 

u/hat ^ fecne and knownc,you fhall obferue him, 
Andhis ownc courfes will denote him fo, 
Thatlmayfauemy fpeech : doebut goe after, 

And -narkchow he continues. 

Lod. I am forry that I am deceiu’d in him. 

• . Exeunt, 

Enter Othello 4»dEmillia. 

0th. You haue feene nothing then. 
t.m, Noreucr heard,noreuer did fufpedl. 

0th. Yes,and you haue feene Crf/JJO and fhe together. 

Em. But then I faw no harme,and then I heard 
Eachfillable that breath mrde vp betweene’em. 

Cth. What, did they neuer whifper ? 

Em. Neuer,my Lord. 

0th. Nor fend you cut o’ the way? 

Em. Neuer. 

0th. To fetch her fan,hermask.her gloues, nor nothing? 
Em. Neuer, my Lord. 

0th. That’s ftrange. 

Em. I durft my Lotd,to wager fhe ishoneft, 

Laydowne my foule atftake : ifyouthinke other, 

Remoue your thought, it doth abufeyourbofomt, 

If any wretch ha putihis inyour head, 

Let heauens requite it with the Serpents curfe, 

For if (he be not honefl:,chaftc,and true, 

There’s no man happy, the pureft of her Sex 

hfoule as flander. Exit Etnillia. 

0th. Bid her come hither, goe. 

She fayes enough, yet fhe’s a fimple bawde. 

That cannot fay as much ; this is a fubtle whore, 

A clofet,lockeand key, of villainous fccrets, 

And yet fhee’ll kneele and pray, I ha fecne her do’t. 

£«terDeldemona ^»dEmillia. 

LeJ. My Lordjwhat is your will ? 

0th. Pray chucke come hither. 

Wha t i s your pleafure ? 
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Oth, Let me fee your eyes - - looke in my face. 

Def. What horrible fancy’s this ? 

Oth. Someofyourfunftionmiftride, 

Leaue procreants alone, and (hut the dore, 
Coffe,orcryhem,ifany body come, 

Your miftery,your miftery ; nay difpatch. 

Def. V pon my kneesjwhat does your fpeech import ? * 
I vndcrfland afury inyour words, 

But not the words. 

Oth. Why, what art thou ? 

Def. Y our wife my Lord, your true and loyall wife. 

Oth. Come.fwcareitjdam thyfclfe, 

Leaft being like one ofheaucn,the diuells themfelucs 
Should fcare to ceafe thee, therefore be double dambd, 
Sweare thou art honeft. 

Def. Heauen doth truely know it. 

Oth. Heauen truely knowes,that thou artfaJfe as hell. 

Def. To whom, my Lord,with whom? how ami falfe.^ 

Oth. O Dey<i/fwo««,away,away,away. 

Def. Alas the hcauy day, why do you weepe ? 

Am I the occafion of thofe tearcs my Lord ^ 
if haply you my father doe fufpeft. 

An Inftrument of this your calling backe. 

Lay not your blame on me ; ifyou haue left him. 

Why 1 haue left him too. 

Oth, Had it pleas’d heauen 
To try me with affli£tion,had he ram’d 
All kindes of fores, and (hames on my bare head, 

Steep’d meinpoutrty,to the very lips, 

Giuen tocaptiuity,me and my hopes, 

I fViould haue found in fome part of my foule 
A drop of patience; but alas, to make me 
Afixedfigure,for the time offcorne. 

To point his flow vnmouing fingers at — oh, oh, 

Y et could I beare that too, well, very well. 

B ut there : where I haue garner’d vp my heart. 

Where either I muft liue,or beare no life. 



/vn'l 
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The tountaine, from the which my currant runnes, 

Orelfedryes vp , to be drfearded thence. 

Or keepc it as a Cefterne, for foule Toades 

To knot and gender in .• turne thy complexion there, 

Patience thy young and rofe-lip’d Cherubin, 

T ere looke grim as Hell. 

J)tf. IhopemynobleLordefteemesmehonelt. 

Oth. O I,as fummers flies, are in the ftiambles, 

Thatquicken euen with blowing : 

0 thou blacke wcede.why art fo louely faire ? 

Xhou fmeU’ft fo fweete,that the fence akes at thee, 

Would thou hadft ne’re bin borne. 

Def, Alas, what ignorant finne haue I committed . 

Oth. Was this faire paper, this moft goodly booke, 
l^lade to write whore on ? — What, committed ? 

Heauen flops the nofe at it,and the Moone winkes. 

The bawdy wind,that kiffes allit meetes, 

Ishufht within the hallow mine of earth, 

Andwill not hear’tr-whatcommitted,- impudent flrumpet. 

Def By heauenyoudoerne wrong. 

Oth. Arc not you a flrumpet ? 

Def No, as I am a Chriftian ; 

Iftopreferuethis veffellformy Lord, 

From any hated foule vnlawfull touch, 

Be not to be a flrumpet, I am none. 

Oth. What,notawhore? 

7)«/. No,asIfliallbefaued. £«fer bmilha. 

Oth. IftpolTible? 

Def O heauen forgiuenefle. 

Oth. I cry you mercy, 

Itookeyoufor that cunning whore oiV tnict, 

That married with Othello : you miflrifle. 

That haue the office oppofite to S. Peter, 

Andkeepes the gates in hell, I, you, you, you ; 

We. ha done our courfe; there’s money for your paines, 

Ipray you turne the key,and keepe our counfell. Exit • 

Em. Alas,what does this Gentleman conceiue ? 

’ K 4 



1^71 'l 





The Tragedy ^Othello 

How doe you Madam,ho w doc you my good Ladv ? 

Dry: Faith halfeafleepe. ^ 

Em. Good Madam, what's the matter with mv Lad ? 

Df/: With who? 

Em. Why with my Lord Madam. 

Dtf, Ihanoae,doenottalkctomcBw/7/j4, 

I cannot wcepc,nor anfwcr haue I none. 

But what ihould goe by water : prcethec to night 
Lay on my bed our weddbg flieetcs,rcmember. 

And callthy husband hither. 

Em, Hereis a change indeed. Exit, 

T)ef. Tis meetc I fhould be vfde (c, very well; 

How haue I bin behau’d,that he might ilicke 
Thefmallcft opinion,on my greatcft abufc. 

Tag. What is your plcafure Madam, Enttrlzoo. 

Howiftwithyou? WEmillia, 

iJej . I cannot tell .* thole that doc teach young babes 
Doc it with gentle meanes,and eafie taskes. 

He might ha chid me fo,for in good faith, 

I cm a child at chiding. 

Tag, What is the matter Lady ? 

Em, Alas T age, my Lord hath lb bewhor’d her, 

Throwne fuch defpitc,and heauy termes vpon her, 

As true hearts cannot bcare. 

Def.. Am I that name Tago} 

Tag. What name faire Lady ? 

Def. Such as fhe fayes my Lord did fay I was ? 

Em. He call d her whore.- Abeggerinhis drinke. 

Could not haue laycd fuch tearmes vpon his Callct. 

Tag. Whydidhefo.^ 

Def, I doe not know,l am fure I am none fuch. 

Tag. Doc not w'ecpe,doe not wcepc : alas the day. 

Em. Has fhe forfookc fo many noble matches. 

Her Father,and her Countrcy,all her friends, 

To be cald whore ? would it not make one wcepe ? 

Def. It is my wretched fortune. 

Tag. Befhrcw him for it; how comes this tricke vpon him i 

Vtfd. 
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J)tf. Nay,heauen doth know. 

£m. I will be bang’d, iffome cternall villaine. 

Some bufie and infinuatin g rogue, 

Sotnecoggingjcoufening flaue,to get fome office, 

Haueno^ deuifde this flander,l’lc be bang’d clfe. 

Jag. Fie, there is no fuch man, it is impoffiblc. 

J)ef. If any fuch there be,heauen pardon him, 

Em- A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his bones: 

Why fliould he call her whore ? who kcepes her company? 

What place, what time, what for me.what likelihood? 

The Moore’s abus’d by fome outr^ious knaue; 

Somebafe notorious knaue, fome icuruy fellow, 

0 heauen,that fuch companions thoudft vnfold, 

And put in euery honeft hand a whip, 

To la(h the rafcall naked through the world, 

Euen from the Eaft to the Weft. 

Jag- Speake within dores. 

Em. Ofievponhim; fome fuch fquirehe was, 

That turnd your wit, the feamyfide vithout, 

And made you to fufpedi: me with tl e Moore. 

Jag. Y ou arc a foole,goe to. 

Def. O Good Jago, 

What ftiall I doe to win my Lord againc ? 

Good friend goe to him, for by this light of heauen, 

Iknow not how I loft him. 

lag. I pray you be content ,tis but his humour, 

The bufineffc of the State does him offence , 

And he d oes chide with you. 

Def, Ift’werc no other. 

Jag. Tis but fo,I warrant you, 

Havke how thefe Inftruments fummonyou to fupper, 

And the great Meffengers of Venice 

Goe in, and weepe not, all things fhall be well. Exitwomen. 
How now Roderigo ? Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. I doe not finde that thou dealft iuftly with me. 
lag. What in the contrary ? 

Rod. Euery day, thou dofftft me, with fome deuile Iago‘, 



(7Z) 




T'he T’ragedy ^Othello 



And rather, as it feemes to me, thou keepeft from me. 

All conueniency,then fupplieft me, with the leaft 
Aduantage of hope : I will indeed no longer indure it, 

Nor am lyetperfwaded to put vp in peace, what already 
Ihauefoolifhly fufferd. 

lag, WillyouhearemejR()^^n^<?? 

Rod, Faith I haue heard too much, for your words, 

And performance are no kin together. 

lag, Y ou charge me moft vniuftly. 

Rod. I haue wafted my felfe out of rneanes : the lewels you haue 
had from me, to deliuer to Defdemona , would halfe haue corrupted 
aVotarift : you haue told me fhe has recciud em, and return dmee 
expectation, and comforts, of fuddaine refpe(ft:,and acquittance, but 
Ifinde none. 

Jag, W ell, goe to, very good. 

Rod. Very well,goeto,I cannot goe to man, it is not very well, 
by this hand,I fay tis very fcumy , and begin to finde my felfe fopt 
in it. 

lag. Very well. 

Rod. I fay it is not very well ; I will make my felfe knowne to 
Z)<?/^?776?«^,iffhe will returne me my lewels , I will giuc ouermy 
fuite,^nd repent my vnlawfullfollicitation , if not, affure your felfe 
Pie feekefatisfacftion of you. 

lag, Y ou haue faid now. 

Rod. I, and I haue faid nothing, but what I proteft entendment 
of doing. 

lag. “rVhy now I fee there’s mettle in thee , and euen from this 
timedoe build on thee, a better opinion theneuer before, glue me 
thy hand Roderigo : Thou haft taken againft me a moft iuft conccp- 
tion,butyet I proteft,! haue delt moft direftly inthyajfaires. 

Rod. It hath not appeared. 

lag, I grant indeed it hath not appear’d , and your fufpitionis 
not without wit and iudgement : Roderigo ^ if thou haft that 

within thee indeed , which I haue greater reafon to beleeue now, 
theneuer,! meane purpofe, courage, and valour, this night (heW it,u 
thou the next night following enioyeftnot Defdemona ^ takemee 
from this world with treachery, and deuife engines for my life. 
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Rod. Well, is it within reafon and compaffe ? 

lag. Sir, there is efpeciall command come from V enice^ 
fo Cafsio in Othello's place. . • 

Rod. Is 5ihat true ? why then Othello and Defdemona 
Returne agaiae to Venice. 

lag. O no, he goes into Mauritania takes away with him 
-phefaire DeJdemona^vnh((c his abode be linger’d 
Here by fome accident, wherein none can be fo 
determinate, as the vcmomngoi Cafsio. 

Rod. How doe you meane remouing of him ? 

lag. Why, by making him vncapable of Othello s place. 

Knocking out his braines. 

Rod. And that you would haue me to doe. 

lag. I,andifyou dare doe your felfe a profit, and right, heefups 

to night with a harlot, and thither will I goe to him *, — - he knowes . 
not yet of his honourable fortune : if ’you will watch his going 
thence, which ! will fafliion to fall out betweene twelue and one, 
you may take him at your pleafure: I will beneere to fecond your 
attempt, andhee ftiall fall betweene vs .* come^ ftandnotarnaz’d 
at it, but goe along with mee,! will fhew you fuch a neceffity in his 
death, that you (ball thinkeyour felfe bound to put it onhim. It is 
now high fupper time, and the night growes to waft ; about it. 

Enter Othello^ Defdemona^ Lodouico^EmtUta, 
and Attendants. 

Rod. I will heare further reafon for this. 

lag. And you ftiali be fatisfied. ■ Ex.lag.and Red. 

Lod. I do befeech you fir,trouble your felfe no further. 

0th. O pardon me, it fhalldoe me good to walke. 

Lod. Madame, good night,! humbly thankc your Ladifliip. 

Def Your honour is moft welcome. 

0th. Will you walke fir : — O Defdemona. 

Oef My Lord. 

0th. Get you to bed, o’the inftant ! will be return’d, forthwith, 

difpatchyour Attendant there,-- looke it be done. Exeunt. 

Oef, I will my Lord. 

Lm. How goes it now ? he lookes gentler then he did. 

L 2 Def. 



( 75 ) 




7 ^ T^heT^ragedy of 



Def. He faies he will returne incontinent: 
He hath commanded me to goe to bed. 

And bad me to difmUre you. 

Em. Difmifleme? 



Def. It was his bidding, therefore good Em'tllU^ 

Giue me my nightly wearing, and adiue, 

We mufl: not now difpleafc him. 

Em. I wouldyouhadneuerfecnehim. 

Def. So would not I, my loue doth fo approue him 
That euen his ftubborneneffe,his checks and frownes. 

Prethee vnpin me ; hauc grace and fauour in them. 

Em. Ihaue laied thefefhectes you bade me,on the bed. 

Def. All’s one good faith : how foolifli are our minds? 

If I doe die before thee,prethee fhrowd me 
In one of thofe fame Iheetes. 

Em. Come, come,youtalke. 

My mother had a maid cald Barb ary., 

She Was in loue, and he flie lou’d,prou’d mad, 

And did foifake her,fhe has a fong of willow, 

An old thing ’twas,but it expreft her fortune, 

And fhe died finging it, that Song to night, 

Will not goe from my mind — harkc , who’s that knocks ? 

Em. It is the wind. 

Def. Now get thee gone, good night ; 

Mine eyes doe itch, does that bode weeping ? 

Em. Tis neither here nor there. 

Def. W ouldft thou doe fuch a deed, for all the world ? 

Em. Why would not you. 

Def No,by this heauenly light. 

Em. Nor I neither,by this heauenly light, 

I might doe it as well in the darke. 

Def Would thou doe fuch a thing for all the world? 

Em. The world is a huge thing, it is a great price, 

For a fmall vice. 

Def. Good troth I thinke thou wouldft not. 

Em. By my troth I thinke I fhould.and vndo’c when I had done 
it j mary I would not doe fuch a thing for a ioynt ring ; orfor wea- 

fures 
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Cures of Lawne, norforGownes, orPetticote.s, nor Caps, nor any 
fuch exhibition ; but for the whole world? vds pitty, who would 
not make her husband a Cuckolcjto make him a Monarch ? I fhould 

"venturepurgatotyfor it. 

J)ef Beflirewmc,ifl would doe fuch a wrong, 
for the whole world. 

fm. VVhy,the wrong is but a wrong i’the world; andhauingthe 
v/orldfor your labour , tis a wrong in your owne world, and you 
might quickly make it right. 

J)ef I doe not thinke there is any fuch womat). 

Em. Yes, a dozen,and as many to the vantage, as would ftore 
the world they played for. 

EeJ. Good night ,good night : God me fuch vfage fend, 

Mot to picke bad from bad,but by baid mend. 

Exeunt. 

djfBus, 5 '. 

£«fer lago 4»dRoderigo, 

la^. Here {land behind this Bulke.ftraite will he come, 

Weare thy good Rapier bare,and put it home, 

Qjicke,quicke,fcare nothing, I’le be at thy elboe; . 

Itmakesvsor it marres.vs,thinke of that. 

And fixe moft firme thy refolution. 

Roi. Be neere athand,! maymifearry in’t. 

lag. Here at thy hand, be bold, and take thy fword. 

Rod. I haue no great deuotion to the dead ; 

And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafons, 

Tis but a man gone : forth my fword, he dies. 

hg. I haue rubd this young gnat almoft to the fenfe. 

And he growes angt y now : whether he kill Cafsio. 

OrC<«/f/ohim,or each doc kill the other, 

Euery Way makes my game ; Xwe. Roderigo, 

He calls me to a reftitution large. 

For Gold and Iewells,that I bobd from him, 

As gifts to Defdemona : 

It muft not bcjif Ca/sioioc remaine, 
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He has a daily beauty in his life. 

That makes mevgly : and befides,the Moore 
May vnfould me to him ; there ftand I in perrill : 

No, he rnuft die,be’t fo,I heare him coraming. £/7f,Caf. 

Rod. I know his gate, tis he,villaine thso dieft, 

Caf. Thatthruft had bin my enemy /ndeed, 

But that my coate is better then thou ihink’ft, 

I will make proofe of thine. 

Rod. O I am flaine. 

Caf. I am maind for euer,light ho, murder, murder. 

Othello. 

0th. The voice ofC<*/}w,/rf^(jkecpeshis word. 

Rod. O villaine that I am. 

Oih. Harketis cuenfo. 

Caf. Ohelpeho,light, a Surgeon. 

0th. Tis he,0 braue lago^on^ and luft. 

That haft fuch noble fence of thy friends wrong. 

Thou teacheft me; — minion ,y our deare lies dead, 

And your fate hies apace; ftrumpet I come; 

Forthofmy heart,thofecharmes thine eyes are blotted. 

Thy bed luft-ftaind,fhall with lulls blood be fpqttcd. Ex. 
Enter Lodouico^iWGratiano, 

Cuf. Whatho,no watch,no pa{Tage,murder, murder 
Grat. Tis fome mifchance,the cry is very direftill. 

Caf. O helpe. Lod. Harke. 

Rod. O wretched villaine. 

Lod. Two or three grones.it is a heauy night, 

Thefe may be counterfeits, let’s think’t vnfafe 
To come into the cry without more helpe. 

Rod. No body come, then fliall I bleed to death . 

Enter la go voith a light. 

Lod. Harke. 

Grat. Here’s one comes in his fhirt,with lights and weapons 
d‘tg- Who s there ? whole noife is this, that cries onmurder. 
Lod. I doe not know. 

Did not you heare a cry ? 

Caf. Here,here,for heauens fake helpe me. 
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fag. Whafs the matter. 

Grat. This is Othello’s Ancient, as I take it. 
tod. The fame indeed, a very valiant fellow. • 
fag. What are you here,that cry fo greeuoufty ? 

Caf lAg0)O 1 am fpoil’d,vndone by villaines-, 

Giue me fome helpe. 

lag. O my Leiutenant ; what villaines haue done this ? 

Caf I chinke the one of them is heere about. 

And cannot make away. 

Jag, O treacherous villaines : 
what are you there ? come in and giue fome helpe. 

Hod. 0,helpe mehere. 

Caf That’s one of em. 

fag. O murderous flaue,0 villaine. 

Hod. O darhbd/4g-o,0inhumaine dog,— 0 , 0 , 0 . 
fa. Kill him i’the dark ? where be thofe bloody theeues? 

How filent is thisTowne r Ho, murder, murder : 

What may you be,areyouofgoodor euill? 

Lod. Asyou lhallprouevs,praife vs. 
lag. ScigmoT Lodoutco. 

Lod. He fir. 

lag. I cry you mercy t hff e’s Cafsio hurt by villaines. 

Grat, Cafsio. 

lag. How is it brother? 

Caf My leg is cut in two. 
lag. Mary heauen forbid.* 

Light Gentlemen, rie bind it with my fhirc. 

Enter Bianez. 

Biaa. Wfiat is the matter ho, who ift that cried ? 
fag. Whoift that cried. 

Bian. O my dtare Cafsio, O my fweete Cafsio, Cafsio, Cafsio. 
lag. O notable ftrumpet : Cafsio m ay you fufpefl 
Wiiothey ftiould be, that thus haue mangled you ? 

Caf No. 

Cra. I am forty to find you thus, I haue bin to feeke you. 

Bian. Alas he faints,0 Cafsio, Cafsio, Cafsio. 
dag. Gentlemen all, I doe fufpeift this trafh 
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To beArc a part in this : patience a while good Cafsio : 

Lend me a light ; know wc this face, or no ? 

Alas my friend, and mydeare countrey man.* 

Roderigo > no, yes fure : O \\ti\xcnRoderigo. 

Gra, Whatoff^^»icf? 

Ia.g. Euen he hr, did you know him ? 

Gra. Know him? I. 

lag. Seignior Gratiano, I cry you gentle pardon; 

Thefe bloody accidents muftexcufe my manners, 

That fo negledted you. 

Gra. I am glad to fee you. 

lag. HowdoeyouC«/}w? O a chaire,a chaire. 

Gra. Rodertgo, 

lag. He,tis he : O that’s well faid,a chaire ; 

Some good man beare him carefully from hence, 
rie fetch the Gencralls Surgeon : for you miftriiTe, 

Saueyou your labour, he that lies flaine here C**/r/o, 

Was my deare friend, what malice was betwixt you? 

Caf. None in the world, nor doe I knowthe man. 

I ag. What,looke you pale O beare him out o’th aire. 

Stay, you good Gentlewoman, looke you pale mihriffe ? 

Doe you perceiue the ieaflures of her eye, 

Nay,anyouftirre,we (hall haue more anon : 

Behold her well I pray you, looke vpon her. 

Doe you fee Gentlemen ? Nayguiltineffe 

Will fpeake,though tongues were out of vfe. Enter Em. 

Em. ’Las what’s the matter? what’s the matter husband? 
lag. Cafsio has here bin fet on in the darke 
By Roderigo,mA fellowes that are fcap’t, 

Hee’s almoft flaine,and Rodertgo dead. 

Em. Alas good gentleman, alas good Cafsio. 
lag. This is the fruite ofwhoring,pray £w/7//4, 

Goc know of Cafsio, Wnttt he fupt to night : 

What, doe you fhake at that ? 

Bian. He fupt at my houfc,but I therefore fhake not. 
lag. O did he fo,I charge you goe with me. 

Em. Fie, he vpon thee ftrumpet. 

BUn. 
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Bian. I arn no ftrumpet, but of life as honeft, 

K% you, that thus abufe me, 

Em. AsI-.fough,ficvponthee. 

Jag. Kind Gentlemen, let’s goe fee poore Ca/fwdreft, 

Come miftrcfle,you muft tell’s another tale. 

£«/f/w,runneyou to the Cittadell, 

And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt : 

Will you goe on, I pray, this is the night, 

That either markes me, or foredoes me quite. 

Exeunt, 

Enter O thello voith a light. 

0th. It is the caufe,it is the caufe,my foule, 

Let me not name it to you, you chafte ftarres : 

It is the caufe.yet Tie not fhed her blood. 

Nor fcarre that whiter skin of hers,then fnoW, 

And fmooth,as monumentall Alablafter ; 

Yet fhe muft die,elfe fhee’ll betray more men, 

Putoutthc light, and then put out the light : 

Ifl quench thee, thou flaming minifter, 

I can againe,thy former light reftore, 

Should I repent mej but once put out thine. 

Thou cunning patterne of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that promethianheate. 

That can thy light returne : when I haue pluckt the rofe, 

1 cannot giue it vitall growth agalne, 

Itmuftneedes wither j Tie fmell it on the tree, 

A balmy breath, that doth almoft perfwade 
luftice her felfe to breakc her fword once more, 

Be;hus,whenthou art dead,and I will kill thee, 

And loue thee after : once more, and this the laft, He 

So fweete was ne’re fo fatall ; I muft weepe, kjjfes her. 

But they are cruell teares ; this forrowes heauenly, 
kftrikes when it docs loue : fhe wakes. 

r^ef. Who’s there, ? 

e^fh. l^Defdemona. 

I>e[, w ill you come to bed my Lord? 

Haucyou prayed to D\ghx,Defdemona ? 

M Def, 
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Dcf. I my Lord; 

0th. Ifyou bcthinkeyour felfe of any crime, 
Vnrcconcil’d as yet to heauen and grace, 

Sollicitcforit ftraite. 

Def. Alas my Lord,whatmayyoumcaneby that? 
0 th. Welldocit,andbe'bnefe,Iwillwalke by, 

I would not kill thy vnprepared fpirit, 

No, heauen forc-fend.I would not kill thy foulc. 

I>ef. Talkc you of killing? 

0th. I, I doe. 

Hef, Then heauen haue mercy on me. 

0th. Amen, with all my heart. 

Def. Ifyou fay fo, Ihopeyou will not kill me. 

. Oth. Hum. 

Def. And yet I feare you, for you are fatall then. 

When your eyes roule fo : why I (hould feare, I know not, 

Since guiltinefle I knownotjbut yet Ifeele I feare. 

Oth, Thinke on thy finnes. 

Def, They are loues I bearc to you. 

Oth. And for that thou dieft. 

Z>ey: That death. svnnaturall, that kills for louing, 
Alas,why gnaw you fd your neather lip ? ^ 

Some bloodypaffion lhakes your very frame, 

Ihclcare portents; but yet I hope 

They doe not point on be. 

Oth. Peace, and be frill. 

I>ef ^ will,fo, what’s the matter? 

Def , No, by my life and foule. 

Send for the man and aske him. 

Ob. Sweete foule take heed, take heed ofperiury. 
Thou art on thy death-bed. ’ 

De/: I, but not yet to die. 

Oth. Ycs.prefently : 

Therefore confeffe thee freely of thy finne, 

• '®*‘ each article with oath. 
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rannotremoue,nor choke the ftrong conceit, 

That I doc groane withall : thou art to die. 

^ Def Then Lord haue mercy on me. 

Oth. I fay .^men. 

Def. And haue you mercy too; 

I neuer did offend you inmy life, — neuer loud Caftio, 

But with fuch gcnerall warranty of heauen, 

L 1 might loue: I neuer gauehim token. 

Oth. By heauen I faw my handkercher in his hand, 

0 periured woman,thou doeft ftonethy heart. 

Am tnak';ft me call, what I intendm doe, 

Arnurder, which I thought a faerfnee, 

1 law the handkercher. 

Def He found it then, 
ineuergaue it him,fendfor himhither. 

And let him confeffe a truth. 

Oth, He has confeft. 

Def What.my Lord } 

Oth. That he hath vds death. 

Def How, vnlawfully ? 

Oth. I. 

Def He will not fay fo. 

Oth, Nojhis mouth is frop’d, 

Hontft lagohnh tane order for’t. 

Def My feare interprets then, —what is he dead ? 

Oth. Had all his haircs binliues, 
yiy great reuenge had ftomacke for ’em all. 

Def Alasheisbetraid,and I vndene. 

Oth. Oftrumpet,-weepcft thou for him to my face ? 
Def O bannifri me,my Lord, but killme not. 

Oth. Downeftrumpet. 

Def. Kill me to morrow, let me Hue to night. 

Oth. Nay.anyou frriue. 

Def Buthalfe an houre,but while I fay one prayer. 
Oth. Tis too late. hefiifilether. 

Def O Lord,Lord, Lord. Emillia calls tv thin. 

Em. MyLot:d,my Lord, what ho, my Lord, my Lord. 

M 2 
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Oth, What voyce is this ? not dead ? not yet quite dead ? 

I that am cruell,am yet merciful!, 

I would not haue thee linger in thy paine, — fo,fo. 

Em. What ho, my Lord,my Lord. 

0th, Who’s there ? 

Em, O good my Lord, I’defpeake a word with you. 

0th. Y eSjtis Emillia, hy and by : fhee’s dead : 

Tis like fhe comes to fpeake of Cafsios death ; 

The noyfe was here ; ha, no more mouing, 

Still as the graue .• fhall fhe come in ? were’t good ? 

I thinke fhe ftirres againe; no,what’sthebeft? 

If fhe come in,fhce’llfure fpeake to my wife. 

My wife,my wife, my wifcj I ha no wife ; 

O infupportable ; O heauyhoure. 

Me thinks it fhould be now a huge Ecclips 
Of Sunne and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe, 

Should yawne at alteration. 

Em. I doe befeech you 1 may fpeake with you,- good my Lord. 
Oth, I had forgot thee ; O come in Emiiha. 

Soft,by and by ; let me the Curtaines draw, £»r.Emil. 

Where art thou ? whats the matter with thee now.^ 

Em. O my good Lord , yonder’s foule murders done^ 

0th. What, now ? 

Em. But now my Lord. 

0th. It is the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more necre the earth, then fhe was wont. 

And makes men mad. 

Em. Cafsio my Lord has kil’d a yong Venetian, 

Cal’d Roderigo. 

0th. Roderigo kild,and Cafsio kild ? 

Em. No yCaJsio is not kild. 

0th. Not Cafsio kild, then murders out of tune, 

And fweete reuenge growes harfh. 

Def. O falfly,falfly murdered. 

Em. O Lord, what cry is that ? 

0th. That? what? 

Em. Out and alas, it is my Ladyes voyce, 

Helpe, 
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Hclpe,helpe,ho helpe,0 Lady fpeake againe, 

Svveete Defdemona,0 fweete Miftreffe fpeake. 

J)ef. A guiltleffc death I die. 

Em, O who has done this deed ? 

J)ef. Nobody,! my felfe, farewell : 

Commend me to my kinde Lord,0 farewell. fhe dies, 

0th, Why, how fhould fhe be murdered? 

Em. Alas,whoknowes? 

0th. You heard her fay,her felfe, it was not I. 

Em. She fayd fo,! muft needes report a truth. 

0th, She’s like a Iyer, gone to burning Hell, 

Twas I that kild her. 

Em. 0,the more Angell fhe. 

And you the bla cker diuell. 

0th. She turn’d to folly.and fhe was a whore. 

Em. Thou doeft bely her, and thou art a diuell. 

0th. She was falfe as water. 

Em. Thou as rafh as fire. 

To fay that fhe was falfe .• O fhe was heauenlv true. 

0th. Cafsio did top her, aske thy husband ’fe, 

0 1 were damn’d beneath all depth in hell. 

But that I did proceed,vpon iuft grounds. 

To this extremity, thy husband knew it all. 

Em. My husband? 

0th. Thy husband. 

Em, That fhe was falfe to wedlocke ? 

0th, I, with Cafsio: nay, had fhe bin true, 

Ifheauen would make me fuch another world. 

Of one intire and perfeft C rifolite, 

I’de not haue fold her for it. 

Em. My husband? 

0th. I,twas he that told me firft, 

Anhonefl man he is,aod hates the flime. 

That flicks on filthy deedes. 

Em. My husband ? 

0th, What needes this iteration ? woman, I fay thyhusband. 
Em. If he [ay fo ,may his pernicious foule 
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Rot halfe a graine a day : he lies to’th heart, 

She was too fond of her moft filthy bargaine. 

0th. Ha? 

Em, Doethyworft, 

This deed ofthineisno more worthy heauen, 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

0th. Peace,you were heft. 

Em. Thou haft not halfe the power to doe meharme 
As I haue to be hurt: O gull, O dolt, ^ 

As ignorant as dirtt ; thou haft done a deed 

I care not for thy fword,rie make thee know, 

Tho I loft twenty Hues : hclpe,helpe,0 helpc; 

The Moore has kild my Miftrefte, murder, murder. 

Enter Montano, Gratiano,Iago,<int/<?rA<rj . 

Afon. What is the matter ? how now Generali r 
Em. O, are you com.tlago'i you haue done well, 

That men muft lay their murder on your neck. 

All. What is the matter ? 

Em. Difprouethis villaine,ifthoubee’ft-aman ; 

He fayes thou' told ft him that his wife was falfc, 

I know thou didft not, thou art not fuch a villaine : 

Speake,for my heart is full. 

lag. I told him what I thought, and told no more, 

Then what he found himfelfe was apt and true. 

Em. But did you euer te’.l him fhe was falfe ? 
lag. I did. 

Em, You told a lie. an odious damned lie ; 

Vpon my foule,a lie,a wicked lie: 

S hefalfe with Cafsio • did you fay with Cafsio ? 

lag. WithC«y/<omiftrcflej go to,charme your tongue. 

Em. I willnot charmemytongue,Iambound tofpeake. 
lag. What arc you mad, I charge you get you home. 

Em. Good Gentlemen let me haueleaueto fpeake, 

Tis proper I obey him,but not now.* 

Perchance [ago, I will ne’regoe home. 

0th Oh,oh,oh. Oth, fals on the bed. 

Em. Nay,lay thee downc, and tore. 

For 
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porthou haft kild the fweeteft innocent, 

Xbatere did lift vp eye. 

O fhewas foule : 

I fcarce did know you V ncle, there lies your Niece, 

Whofe breath indeed,thefe hands haue newly ftopt, 

Iknow this a<5Hhewes terrible and grim. ♦ 

Gra. Poore De(demona,l am glad thy father’s dead, 
phy match was mortall to him, and pure griefe, 

Shore his old thread atwane did he Hue now. 

This fight would make him doe a defperate turne. 

Yea curfe his better Angell from his fide, 

And fall to reprobation. 

0th. Tis pittifulljbutyet lago knowes, 

1 That fhe with hath the aft of fhame 

I Athoufand timescommitted ; C/p/oconfeft it. 

And (he did gratifie his amorous workes. 

With the recognifance and pledge ofloue, 
which I firft gaueher ; I faw it in his hand, 
j Itwas ahandkercher; an Antique token 
Myfather gaue my mother. 

Em. O'GodjO heauenly God. 
lag. ZouPSjhold your peace. 

Em. ’Twill outj’twill: I hold my peace fir, no. 

Tie be in fpeaking, libera 11 as the ay re. 

Let heauen, and men,anddiuells,let em all. 

All, all cry fhame againft me, yet Tie fpeake. 
lag. Be wife.and get you home. 

Em. I will not. 

Gra. Fie,your fword vpon a woman? 

Em. O thou dull Moore, thathandkercherthoufpeakfton, 

I found by fortune, and did giue my husband .* 

For often with a folemne earneftneffe. 

More then indeed belong’d to fuch a trifle, 

He beg’d of me to fteale it. 

Jag. Villainous whore. 

Em, She gaue it Cafs'to} no alas I found it, 

And I did giu’t my husband. 

M 4 itig- 
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lag. Filth thou lieft. 

'Em. By heaucn I doe notjl doe not Gentlemen 
O murdcrou3 Coxcombe / what ftiould fuch a foole 
Doe with fo good a woman ? 

The Moore rumes at lago. lago hits hisw^e. 
0th. Aretherenoftoncsinheaucn, 

But what ferucs for the thunder ? pretious villaine, 

Gra. The woman falls, Cure he has kild his wife. 

Em. I,I,OIaymeby mymiftrefTefide. Exitligo, 
Gm. Hee’sgoncjbut his wife’s kild, 

Moh.. Tis a notorious vlllaine,ta]ce your weapon 
Which I haue here rccouered from the Moore : ^ 

Come, guard the dore without, let him not pafle. 

But kill him rathcr,Tle after that fame villaine. 

For tis a damned flaue. Exit Mont, and Gratiano. 

0th, I am not valiant neither. 

But euery puny whipfter gets my fwerd. 

But wity fl^ould honour out liue honefty ? 

Let it goe all. 

Em, Moore, flic was chaft,fhelou’d thee cruell Moore, 
So come my foule to bliffe,as I fpeaketrue j 
So fpeaking as I thinke,! die,! die. fhe dies, 

0th. 1 haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a fword of Spaine,thc Ifebrookes temperj 
O here it is; Vnclc I muft come forth. Gri,withm, 

Cra. If thou attempt it,it will coft thee deerc. 

Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muftfuffer. 

0th, Looke in vponmethcn,and fpeaketome. 

Or naked as I am, I will aflault thee, 

Gra. What is the matter? 

0th, Behold,! haue a weapon. 

Abetter neuer didit felfe fuftaine 
Vpon a Souldicrs thigh : I haue feene the day. 

That with this little arme,and this good fword, 

,j j, j I haue made my way through more impediments. 

Then twenty times you flop ; butO vaine boaft 
Who can controulehis Fate 1 tis not lb now, 
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Pale as lb’o'^he,whcn we {ball meete at count, 
phis thine,wi 11 huile my foulefrom heauen, 

^od fiends will (hatch at it •. cold,cold my girle, 
pnen like thy chaftity; O curfed ftauc s 
\Vhippe me you Diuclls, 
prom the pofTeftion ofth's hcauenly fight, 

3I0W me about in winds, roaft me in fulphurc, 

'W'afh me in fteepe downe gulphcs of liquici fire.* 

Q P(Jdemona,Defdemoua,dcad,0,o^o. 

Enter Lodouico,Monta .io,Iago,rf»i^ Officers, 

Caftio in a Chaire. 

hod. where isthis rafh and moft infortunate man. 

Oih. That’s he that was Othello ff\e'cc. \ am. 
hod. Where is this Vipev,bringthe villaine forth. 

0th. I looke downe towards his feet, bur that’s afable 
Ifthou beeft a diuell,! cannot kill thee. 

LoA. Wring his fword from him. 
lag. I bleed fiipbut not kikd. 

0th. lam not lorry neithcr,Tde haue thee liue. 

For in my fenfe tishappineffe to die. 

hod. O thou Othello, that wert oncefo good, 

Falne in the pradlife of a damned flaue, 

W h at (houl d b c fai d to th ee 
0th. Why any thing. 

An honourable murderer ifyou will : 

For nought did I in hate, but all in honour. 

hod. This wretch hath part confeft his villainy : 

Did you and be confentin Cafsio’s death ? 

0th. I. 

Caf. DearcGcnerall,! did neuer giue you caufe. 

0th. I doe belecue it,and I askeyou pardon. 

Will you pray, demand that demy diuell. 

Why he hath thus infnar’d my fbule and body? 

lag. Demand me nothing, whatyou know you know. 

From thistime forth I neuer will fpeake word. 
hod. What not to pray ? 

Grat. Torments will op e your lips. 

N 0th, 
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0th, Well, thou doeft beft. 

Lod, Sir,you fhall vnderibnd what hath bcfalne. 
Which, as I thinkc you know not : here is a letter. 
Found in the pocket of the ^ 2 ^{x\tRdderlgo\ 

And here another; the oneoi them imports 
The death of Cafsio\ to be vndertooke — by Roderigo . 
0th, Ovillainc, 

Citf Moft heathenifhjand moft grofle. 

Lod. Now heres another difeontented paper. 

Found in his pocket too, and this it feemes, 

Roderigo meant to haue fent this damned villainc, 

But that behke,/^^a,in the nicke 
Came in, and fatisfied him. 

Otk. O the pernitious catiefFe ! 

How came you Cafsio by a handkercher. 

That was my wifes ? 

Caf I found it in my chamber. 

And hehimfelfc confeft it cuen now. 

That there he dropt it,for a fpeciall purpofc ; 

Which wrought to his dcfire. 

Oth, O foole,foole,foole. 

Caf, There is beGdes in Roderigoes letter 
. ,, I How hcvpbraides Zjg(?^that hemadehim, 
hli ! Braue me vpon the watch,whereon it came , 

I That I was caft; and euen but now he fpakc, 

1 1 1)"' After long feemingdead,/<^^c?hurt him, • 

' ' /^^i?fethimoo. 

I J Lod- You muftforfakc this roome, and goe with vs> 

; Ij , Your power and your command is taken off, 

j|! ! ■; And Cafsio rules in Cjfres : for this (lauc, 

■ I r If there be any cunning cruelty, 

' ii , ] ii! Thar can torment him much,and hold him long, 

’ ^ ^ It fliall be his : you (hall dofe pcifoner reft, 

TUI chat the nature of your fault be knowne 
| -■i To the State; come^bring him away. 

^ ' 0th, Softyou,a word or two, 

: ^ . I haue done the Statefoms feruke,af;d they know’c ; 
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The Moore ofV enice. 

Mo more of that : I pray you in your letters, 

Whenyou {hall thefevn lucky deedes relate, 

S peake of them as they are j nothin g extenuate, 
fjorfet downe ought in malice, then rnuft you fpeake, 
of one that lou’d not wifely, but too well ,• 

Ofone not eafly icalous,but being wrought, 
perpkxt in the extreamc ; of one wbofe hand, • 

Like the bafe Indian, threw a pearle away. 

Richer then all his Tribe : of one whofefubdued eyes, 
Albeit vnufed to the melting moode. 

Drops teares asfaft as the ArabiantXK^, 

Their medicinall gum; fecyou downe this. 

And fay befides,that in Aleppo once, 

Where a Malignant and a Turb and lurke^ 

Beate a yenetiattfind traduc’d the State; 

I tooke bi’ch throate the circutneifed dog. 

And fmote him thus. Hefiabshimjelfe, 

Lod. O blood period. 

Gra. Allihat’sfpokeismard. 

Och. I kid thee ere I kild thee, no way but this, 

Killing my felfe,to die vpon a kiffc. He diet. 

Caft This did I fcare,but thought he had no weapon. 

For he was grcAt of heart. 

Lod. O Spartanc dog, 

Mere fell then anguifh,hunger,or the Sea, 

Looke on the tragicke lodging of this bed : 

This is thy w orke,th e obiedT poifons fight. 

Let it be hid : Gr«fw«o,keepe the houfe. 

And ceaze vpon the fortunes of the Moorer 
For they fucceed to you, to you Lord Gouernour, 
Remabes the cenfureofthis hellifh villaine, 

The time,the place,the torture : O inforce it, 

My felfc will firaite aboord,and to the State, 

This heauy aft with heauy heart relate. 

Exeunt omnes. 
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